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CHOICE SPIRITS. 


HIS Collection of comic Songs are 
ſelected as a Feſtival for thoſe Sons 
of Hilarity, whoſe Sentiments are for 
Harmony, and to appear as joyous Com- 
panions.—— This Collection has been 
made with Care and Attention to ſelect 
ſuch Songs as abound in Wit, and will 
enliven the tedious hours. —— Momus will 
here appear in full ſplendour; and as 
many Songs, Cantatas, &c. are in this 
Collection that have never yet been pub- 
liſhed; and others of the true Comic 
Kind are ſelected from all the Song 
Books naw extant; and in this Edition 
are added ſome celebrated Toafs and 
Sentiments ; it may with propriety be ſaid 
to contain a Library of Good Tamar, | 
Mi rth, and Entertainment. 
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Miller I am, ever heart whole and free 
As wit, joke and humour together were ſat 
A taylor there was and he liv'd in a garrett — 
A lively young barber, an amorous ſpark 
Alt the ſilent ew'ning hour 
As I hoop round my caſe, my heart how it glows 
A tinker 1 am, my name's natty Sam 


As you mean to ſet ſail for the land of delig gt 
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After 38 ſays Nancy, well what Kall wwe do 6 


A jolly Fack Tar but a little while ſince 
As Joe, the ſandman, drove his noble team 
A lovely laſs to a friar came 
Ah, happy hours, how fleeting 
As I was walking one morning 
A briming glaſs is my delight 
As in a tavern quaſfing, Lewis ſat 
As a cricket and crab were trav ling 
About tawenty years ago Ally Croater made 
At card's laſt year, I auitb my dear 
Ax, old cruſly 
A monſter in En Jand's a very fine — 
A flaxen- headed cow-boy 
2 c {an day young Damon ftray'd 
1 of thoſe muſty old lubters 
or's love ts void of art 
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By dimpled brook ani fountain trim 
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| Dinner 0 er ad grace Jail, 
Dans votre lit, my Fanny ſay 


 Gering to Jee my father 


5 - e © 1 177 


IN D X; 
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Bn bers I have oft my wag 


Bil me when for'y winters more 


——— 


| Bright Phæbus kad m unted the chariot of day 


B, moonlight, on the green — 
Betitr car head han hearts ſhould ache 
Be cenient in your ation, my friend — 


Bacchus, when inerry, beſiriding his tun 
Come, n fairiſt, learn of me — 
C-1ce, by that berrow'd kiſs —— 
Celia, by thoſe ſmiling graces — 
Come, haſte to the wedding, ye friends — 


Come rouſe bro her T ars, hark the ſeamen all cry 


Come, cheer up your hear's 
Come, ye lacs, who wiſh to ſhine 
Come every lit ſoul 
Come. jolly Bacchus, god of wine 
Cur:is was old Hoge wife _ | 
Come join wwith me ye / ns of mirth — 
5 | 1 

Dear Tem, this brown jug 


— — — 


— — 
— — — 


For ever be recorded that glorious day 


For various purpoſe ſerves the fan — 


Four and twenty jidlers all of a row | 
Fait, honey, in Ireland I'd find out a flow 


Give round the word, diſmount 
Gent! ftir and { loa the fire —— — 
Gay B icehus, one evening inviting his friends 


Give the toaſt, my gacd fellow 
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Hark away, my brave biys, to the cry — 3 
Here's to the maid of baſhfFul fifteen — 74 
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Hark the horn cails away 25 
He comes, he comes, the hero comes — — 51 
He that will not merry be — 145 


Hoa pleaſant a ſailor's life aſſess⁊ — 150 
Had Neptune avhen fir /? he 190k  harge of the ſea 187 
How Eright are the joys of the table — 204 


Here lies William of Vailente — 247 
I | 

Iam a yeung Irufs- ma ber launch' d into life 16 

Im a hearty gion fellow a ruly nos d fot — 20 

I made lewe to Kate —— 5 2 


Indeed I'll do the beſt Ican | 
T am Wwor/e than peer debtor's coop'd up — 98 


Jing the britiſh joldier's praiſe — m — 173 
Jobn tripp'd up ftairs by night —— 111 
Jact Ratlin was the ab, eft jeaman — — 168 
Jing the britiſo ſeaman ęrai e — 1095 
In Charles the ſecen ds merry dass — 198 
1f life's a bubble and brea\s with a blaſt 201 
1! was upon a Lammas night — — 255 ü 
1 ihought aue we're f dale and bw — 283 
Jing of a war jet on foo {or a try — 284 
Kilkenny is a handſome 2 — 170 
Let me fl into thy ms. kw 56 
Lord what care I for mam or dad — 
Let me entreat, entreat you 10 comply — 84 
Let the pbilgſapbie æviſe — 128 
Liſe's like a ſbip in conſtant mition — 155 
Let grave divines preach up dull rule — 174 


Let others fing of flames and darts — 1727 
Let th? 4 and the 1 — 185 


1 N D X. 


Loyd, lord, without vilua's and drink — 
Look'e dear ma'am, | m quite the thing 
Leo maids, I eack my hat 
London t wn as juſt „ie a larb- s ſhip. 3 
Le! moce'n bares with melting train — 
Laa yr ' « wwiih words | 


| Like mine to botch is each man's fan — 
Mars and oft” 5 2 r! Der — — 


M,. mo her jhe tol.! me «when I au, a boy 
My merry :0mpanio , evil and free —— 
N. fa. her has forty god 1281 ing — 


No longer let whimfical ſine * compare co 


Now we mighty men of London — 
Now away, my brave boys, hoift the flag 
Not far from (own A country *ſquire . 


Aoſeg ays I cr; and ho little y u pay — 
| Now jafe moor d with b.awvl before af 


Q 
O give me your plain dia! ing fellows — 
O the days when I was Joung 3 


On a moſſy bank reclin'd 
One day as 1 ſat ceoith a b:oming young laſs 
One ed ning god humour t ok wit a; his gueſt 
Of ups and dons wwe Wai'y ſee — 
O how wain is ev'ry bleſſing — — 
O /ay, bonny laft will you lie in a bar rack 
Ou ell England's blejt More | 
O men what flo th, tt gen are — 


Ponds, ſpillings, N. aud 3 I 


Round Arthar' 5 gay 2 —— 
Lars Plata 1 Soul man be dan — 


See the courſe the, 
See the [ak hrong'u with coaches 
Sine yurea ſweet | ut 


Since all mankiu v happineſs 
Sen of Bacchus let's he gay 
Sill in hopes to get the be: er 
See a mph fo briſk and witty 
Suppoſe [ was a cruntry boy 


Sing the loves of Jobn and Fean 
* 
75 Anacrean in heav'n 


T here was a benny blade 


T he 1 of life in vain offail 


Tho' Bacchus may boaſt = 
T he toþ-ſails ſoiver in the wind 
The britiſh lyon is my fign 


Taras at the gates of Calais 
To be merry and wiſe is a proverb 0 


Te merry aance I dearly love 


T his world is a ſtage 


Tho” I can't walk quite flraight 


Stand to your gun: „ lar f of oa 
gd wxt'9 gazers 
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Since a wonder fil man | fin” is quite common 
Sin e the world is ſoul and the times are jo ncas 103 


— — — 


—— 


— 


Set womn. neighbours all, and I'll tell a 2 merry flory 234 
Since li e s bu a ſban as philoſophers ſay 


_ ——— — 


The Achilles, tho chriſten d goed ſhip 
There is a can! ſaying has long teen in _ 


97 I Jeweep 4% an { fro old iron to fin 
The wand” ring Jai lor ploug bs the main 
To baniſh life's troau!.les the Grecian old ſage 


— 


14 — 
The whiſtling pl ug hman hails the bluſhing daaun 


There was an old man and tho” its 1 common 


There is a chamber-maid lives in the Halb 


That 1 migh! not be blaga' 4 nach ods nonſenſe 


*Twwas I learn d @prety ſong in France — 
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*T was at the break of day we ſpied — 152 


The trump of fame your name has breath'd 154 
The buſy crew the ſails unbending — 179 
The wand ring Tar, who not fer years had preſt 189 


To hor/e ye jolly ſportſmen — iy 
The man who does for free« m roar — 203 
% my dreſs and my manners — 215 
The greateſt of bleſſings of life as we paſs 239 
Tho' late I was plump, round and jolly —— 254 
This maxim let ev'ry one hear — 264 
With my jug in one band — 6 
When freedom was baniſh !!kwa 9 
With a pipe of JV. irginia — — 11 


Who thirfts for more knowledge —u — ³? 14 
While others attempt heavy minutes to kill — 28 


While I am at the tavern quaſffing — 32 
hen Britain firft | — 35 
When [ was a young one what girl was like mos 38 
When lind friends expect a feng — 44 
Whilſt on thy dear boſom lying — 54 
When Fanny 1 ſaw as jbe tripp d o er the green 56 
Why that ſadne)s on thy br a u —ʃ 1 
M hate er ſqueamiſh lovers may ſay — 59 
Why droops my Man and why thoſe tears 66 


When the Doctor ſeems happy to meet you in health 67 
Warm and wanton one night by her huſband's 99 


l Hence comes i; neighbour Dick 106 

When a lower's in the wind — 109 

l hen Bacchus the patron of love — I 
Rould you wiſh o'er a maid to prevail — 131 

M here tao tall elms their verdant boughs 135 


When running life's race — 
When ruddy Aurora awakens the lay — 151 
N ben my monty <vas gone that I gain'd in thewart 159 
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When Streghon adpdary heaw my havin pit-a-pat 163 
When "tis night and be mid watch — 190 


What argufies pride or ambition: 202 
When Fanny to weman is groweng apaces—» 208 
ben hope was quite ſuns in deſpatr  — 209 
When our Mayor, Lord bleſi him — 226 
When I came back 10 m, bony Shadwell-dack 227 
Wine, wine is the liguor of life — 


her impell d ly my fortune n:w worlds to explore 274 


u ben laft from the ftraits wwe had WON * zds 
* 


Young Roger the ploug hman 


Te luci and ye blo s who lowe * EO 30 
Le national jchemers awhile give me leave = 47 


Ye ſcamps, ye pads, ye di ver. | . 
You my ſprae title Matth au lob fin — 78 


Ye blooming mai. from Mneymoſyne ſprang 112 
| Tour Mountain, dach, your Frontiniac 116 
Young Jockey, who teiæ à me a twelve-month 1 27 
Young Roger be went other day to the auale 158 
Ze lads and ye laſſes /o buxom and clew.r ＋ 175 
Young I am and jore afraid 219 
; 0 fu, under curitera — 272 
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S. O N G. 
AN ACREON TIC SONG, 
Mritter by Ralph T. omlinſon, Eg; 


0 Anacreon, in Heav' n, where he ſat in full 
lee, | 
- "& Mw 65 of harmony ſent a petition, 
That he their inſpirer and patron would be, 
When this anſwer arriv'd from the py. old 
Grecian— 
Voice, fiddle and flute, 
No longer be mute, 5 
Pl lend ye my name and inſpire ye to hs - 
And beſides, ['ll initruct ye, like me, to entwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. | 


3 3 The 


12 1 


The news through Olympus immediately flew, 
When old Thunder pretended to give himſelf airs, 
If theſe mortals are ſuffer'd their ſchemes to purſue, 
The devil a goddeſs will ſtay above ſtairs. 
Hark! already they cry, 
In tranſports of joy, 
A fig for Parnaſſus! to Rowley's we'll fly: 
And there, my good fellows, we'll learn to entwine 
Ihe myrtle of Venus with ). acchus' s vine. 


The yellow-hair'd god, and his nine fuſty maids, 
Jo the hill of old Lud will incontinent flee ; 
Idalia will boaſt but of tenantleis ſhades, 
And the biforked hill a mere deſart will be : 
My thunder, no fear on' ty 
| Will ſoon do its errand, 
And, dam'me! I'II lwinge the ringleaders, 
warrant; 
yn trim the young dogs for thus daring to twine 
The Myrue of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


Apall o roſe up, and ſaid, prithee ne'er quarrel, 
.. Good king of the gods, with my vot'ries below; 
Your thunder is uſeleſs, then ſhewi ing his laurel, 
Cry 'd Sic evitabile fulmen, you know 
Then over each head 
My laurels I'll ſpread, 


So my tons trom your crackers no miſchief ſhall 
| _ dread, 


While ſnug in their club-room, they jovially * (Wine 
The my rtle of Venus wich Bacchus 5 vine. 


Nen: 


1 


Next Momus got up, with his riſible phiz; 
And ſwore with Apollo he'd cheertully jorn : 
The full tide of harmony ſtill ſhall be his, 
But the ſong, and the catch, and the laugh — 
be mine: 
Then, Jove, be not jealous, 
Ot thele honeſt fellows ; 


Cry'd Jove, we relent, fince the truth you nos 


tell us, 
And ſwear, by old Styx, that they long mall intwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


Ve ſons of Anacreon, then, join hand in hand, 
Preſerve unanimity, friendſhip, and love; 
"T's your's to ſupport what's ſo happily plann” d, 
You've the ſanction of gods and the flat of Jove: 
While thus we agree, 
Our toaſt may it be, 
May our club flouriſh happy, united and hee ! 
And long may the tons of Anacreon intwine, 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


S O N G. 
Ane OF TRUTH. 


Kan. by Mr. Parkes. in [nile and J. arics, 


GIVE me your plain dealing rar, 
Who never from honeſty thrink ; 
Not thinking on all they ſhould tell us, 
Rut telling ws all that they duk 


2 5 rut 


5 141 
| Truth from man flows like wine from a bottle, 
His free ſpoken heart's a full cu 
But when truth ſticks. halt way in t he throttle, 
Man's worſe than a bottle cork'd up. 


Complaiſance is a gingerbread creature, 
Us'd for thew like a watch by each ſpark ; 
But truth is a golden repeater, 
That ſets a man right in the dark, 


SONG 
8 OF MARS. 
Goa by Mrs. . in ll and Yarice. 


A R $ would oft bis 8 over 
To the Cyprian goddeſs yield: 


| Venus gloried in a lover, 
4 Who like him could brave che field. 


Mars would oft', Et. 


In the cauſe of battles hearty, 
| Still the god would ſtrut to prove, 
He who fac'd an adverſe party, 
Fiteſt was to face his love. 


Mar. would of, Oe. 


Hear then, captains, ye * bluſter, 
Hear the god of war declare; 
Cowards never can paſs muſter, 
Courage only wins the fair. 
Mar: avould of, Ld c. 


1 
cobbkss or THE CHACE. 
Sung by Mr. Doyle. 


IVE round the word diſmount, diſmount, 
While echoed by the ſprightly horn; 
The toils and pleaſures we recount, 

Of this ſweet health-in{piring morn. 


CHORUS, 


"Twas glorious ſport none e'er did lag, 
Nor drew amuils, nor made a ſtand, 
But all as firmly kept their pace, 

As had Actzon been the ſtag, 

And we had hunted by command 

Of the goddeſs of the chace, 
And we had hunted by command 
Of the goddeſs of the chace. 


The hounds were out and ſnuff'd the air, 
And ſcarce had reach'd che appointed ſpot ; 
But pleated they heard a layer, a layer, 
And prezently drew on the ſlot. 


T. WAS glorious port, & 3 


And now o'er yonder plains he fleets, 
Ihe deep mouth hounds begin to bawl, 
And echo note for note repeats, 
While * horns reſound a call. 


*Tavas * port, Ac. 


19 1 
For now the ſtag has loſt his pace, 
And while war-haunch the huntiman cries ; 
His boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 
He pants, he ſtruggles and he dies. 
* WAS s glorious ſport. Sc. 


S O N . 
THE HAPPY FELLOW, 


IT H my Jug 1n one hand, and my pipe in 
the orher, 
I'll drink to my neighbour and friend; 


My cares in a whiff af tobacco I'll mother, 


Since lite I know ſhortly muſt end: 


While Ceres moſt kindly refils my brown jug, 


With good ale I will make myſelf mellow); 


In my old wicker-chair | will ſeat myſelt ſnug, 


Like a jolly and true happy fellow. 


I'll nger trouble my head with the cares of the 


nation, 
I've enough of my own for to mind; 

For the cares of this life are but grief and vexation, 
To death we muſt all be conſign'd: 


Tuben I laugh, drink aud tmoke, and leave notrung to 


But drop li ke a pear that is mellow; 
And when cold in my co; i leave them to fay, 
He's gone, what a hearty good fellow! | 


SONG, 


1 


THE CRY OF run HOUNDS, 


Sung by Mr. N on. 


ARK ay, my brave boys, to the cry of the 
hounds, 
How blithſome 9'er hill and thro? daie, 
Sweet echo delighted, the mulic reſounds, 
And watts 1t o'er mountain and dale: 
Mellow ſounds the biithe horn in the morning ſo gay, 
And echo delighted, Cries, hark, hark awav. 


Then haſte away, 'tis the enliv'ning view, hollow, 
Sly Reynard breaks cover and flies; 

The hounds, true to ſcent, his track quickly follow, 

And loud tally-ho's rend the {kies. 


Mellow ſounds the blithe horn, << 


Then leave to dull care all the fons of the day, 
Let them labour and toil while we follow 

The ſweet iwelling cry of the muſical hound, 
Aud the voice of the huntſman's ſweet hollow. 


Mellow /ount's the blithe horn, Cc, 


SONG. 


* 


S. O N G. 


HE MILLER OF OXFORDCHIRE, 
Sung by Mr. Dighton, at Sadler s-Wells. 


MILLER I am, ever heart-whole and free, 
And as juſt, thank my ſtars, as a Miller 
ſhould be ; 
For while I dip my diſh into each neighbour's ſack, 
Like thoſe better bred, I but live by my clack. 


Lawyers, Doctors and Parſons, all follow my plan, 


When their clack ſets a going they grind all they 


_ an; 
But my works the cleaneſt, for they grind in black, 


Wiule J grind in white, by the dint of my clack, 


When 'ſquire in the Parliament-houſe takes a poſt, 
Ding dong goes his clapper at ſomebody's coſt; 


If he gets into othce, the cole he will ſack, 


Juſt as I do my mcal, by the help of my clack. 


The gay folks of London may ſneer if they will, 
And let their fine wits at the thief in the mill; 


But ['11 do as I ought, if they'll ſhew me the knack, 
And bet them, if — can, ns as honeſt a clack. 


SONG. 


1 
SN OG. 
THE GIFT or THE GODS, 


HEN freedom was baniſh'd from Greece 
and from Rome, | | 

And wander'd neglected in ſearch of a home, 
Jove, willing to fix her where long ſhe might ſtand, 
Turn'd the globe round about to examine each land: 
With nice circumſpection he view'd the whole ball, 
And weigh'd in his balance the merit of all; 

Then quickly determin'd, that England alone, 
Was the ſpot well adapted for Liberty's throne. 


Gay Momus inſiſted, no place was more fit 

Than the iſland of Freedom for true attic wit; 

And Venus confels'd, it *twere pleaſing to Jove, 

She would with to make England the empire of 

| LOVE © - 

Then Mars nobly ſtept from his miſtreſs's fide, 

And {wore that the Britons in arms ſhould preſide; 

While Bacchus declar'd, that each heart cheering 
Juice | 


For the ule of brave Engliſhmen he would produce. 


To render complete all the bleſſings now paſt, 
And provide that they might to eternity laſt, 
Twas reſolv'd that a toaſt ſhould that inſtant be 
giv'n, | 

And drank in full bumpers of nectar thro” heav'n: 
The toaſt of the gods was, and mark it, ye free, 
May Britons with Britons for ever agree!“ 
By their enemies then they ſhall always be fear'd, 


And with wit, wine and women inceſſantly cheer'd. : 
B 5 | £ :::: NG. 


1 
„ 0 N . 
THE MERCHANTMAN. 
; by Mr. Meadows, in Inkle and Tarico. 
HE Achilles, tho" chriſten'd good ſhip, tie 


ſurmis'd, 


From that old man of war, great Achilles, ſo priz'd, 


Was he like our veſlel, pray, fairly baptiz'd. 
Ti led lol, Sc. 


Poets ſung tat Achilles—if now they? ve an itch, 


To ſing 7h:s, future ages may know which is which, 
And that one rode in greece and the other in pitch. 


Ti lol lol, &c. 


What, tho' but a merchant ſhip, {ure our ſupplies, 


Now your men of wars gain in a lottery lies, = 
And how blank they all look when they can't get a 
prize. 


E lol lol, Se. 


What are all their fine names, when no-rhino! s be- 


hind ? 


The intrepid, and lion, look ſheepiſh you'll find, 
Whillt alas! the Ion Aolus can't raiſe the wind. 


T: {ol 40%, oc. 


Then the thunderer's dunib, outoftime the Orpheus, 


The Ceres has nothing at all to produce, 
And the eagle, 1 warrant you looks like a gooſe. 
Ti lol lol, Sc. 


But we merchant lads, tho? the foe we can't RY 


Nor are paid like fine King's ſhips to fight at a call, 
W by we pay ourſelves well without aghting at all. 


Ti lol lol, Ac 


1 
8 O N . 
TIPPLE AND SMOKE. 


[TH a pipe of Virginia how happy a am I, 


And good liquor to moiſten my clay ſtand- 


ing by, 
I puff up the {moke and it curls __ the room, 
Like a Phoenix I ſeem in a neſt of perfume. 
Delighting, 
Inviting, 
Is a pipe, and a friend who is fond of a joke. 
Then nappy together we tipple and ſmoke. 


"How pleaſant i it 15 thus to puff time away, 


And between ev'ry whiff chat the news of the day: : 


| Tobacco, great Raleigh, we owe to thy name, 
And ev'ry true ſmoaker will puff up thy fame! 

| Delighting, 
Inviting, 

Is a pipe, and a friend that is fond of a joke, 

Then happy _— we tipple and ſmoke. 


When buls' neſs is over, we puff away care, 
Let ev'ry man elſe ſay the ſame if he dare; 
This plant, ſo delightful's a toe to the ſpleen, 


As it glows in the pipe it enlivens the ſecne: 
Del ighting, 


luviting, 
Is a pipe, and a friend that is fond of a joke, 
Then happ» together we tipple and make. 


BH -.- hide 


1 1 
While thus in the fumes we're envelop'd around, 
Our heads are like hills which with clouds ſtill are 
crown'd; 
Yet ſoon we emerge, and go cheerful away, 
For a pipe of the beſt makes us bright as the day: 
Delighting, 
Inviting, 
Ts a pipe, and a friend who is fond of a joke, 


Then happy together we tipple and ſmoke. 


0 N06. 
FATHER CARE, 


8 Wit, Joke, aud 1 together were lat, 

With liquor a plentiful ſtock; 

Still varying the ſcene, with ſong and with char, 
The Nene bawl'd, ' Paſt twelve o' clock. ” 


At that hour, I've read, oft” foirits do come, 
And poor timid mortals affright; | 

Juſt then, 1 in that inſtant, one ae the room, 
An ancient, pale fac'd, meagre ſprite. 


The 3 appear'd, and the candles burnt blue, 


Wit and Humour began then to ſtare; 


Cries out Joke,—Look'e, friends, this 1 18 nothing 


new, 


Behold tee 'tis only old Care. _ 


1 

1 knew he would tell us, twas Time ſent him here, 
And tell us *twas time to be gone : 

But we'll tell him this, let him think what he dare, 
We'll finiſh him e're it be one. 


They quickly agree, and about it they went, 

_ Reſolving of Care to get free ; 

Wit mov'd it and (trait they all join'd in conſent, 
To lay the gholt in the red ſea, 


Whole bumpers of Clarct they quickly drank off, 
And favorite toaſts they went round; 

_ When Humour, well pleas'd, thus ſet up a laugh, 

Quoth he, how Care looks now he's drown'd. 


When loud ſhouting began, huzza ! they all cry'd, 
We're rid of this troubleſome gueſt ; 
Fill your bumper around, let this be your pride, 

To ting, laugh, and drink to the belt, 


Now their blood running high at a conqueſt fo great, 
To ſinging and drinking they fix; 
With the ſun they aroſe, with ſpirits elate, 
And decently parted at ſix. 


SONG 


n -] 
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obo ENGLAND'S MY TOAST. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


H O thirits for more knowledge is welcome 
to roam, 
'He may ſeek a new climate that is wretched at 
home; 

Who of pleafure or folly has not had his fill, 
May quit poor Old England whenever he will : 
But nothing thal! tempt me to crots the ſalt main, 
For change I'm too ſteady, and rambling is pain. 


Old England, brave boys, good enough 15 for me, 
Where my thoughts | can ſpeak, where by birth- 


right I'm free; 
Whatever | with for now comes at my call, 


can iport in the fields, or can roar in my hal; 
My time is my own, I can do as I will, 
I have children that prattle, a wife that is ſtill. 


J feel chat I'm happy, tho taxes run high, 
I waat no exotics, ſo ealy am I, 


I'm alrve to my friends, and at peace with the dead, 


With party and ftate | ne'er trouble my head; 
,Contention I hate and a bumper love moſt, 


'You'll pledge me I'm lure, r Old En: Zland' 5 my 


alt. | 
. | | SONG. 


„ 


1 7 
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MOLL THOMPSON'S MARK. 


HERE is a cant ſaying has long been in uſe, 


Applied to the fooliſh, the vain and profuſe: 
MT ſounds empty, wrote a witty young ſpark, 
Comes another and conſtrues it Moll Thompfon' 5 
mark. 


oy down, Oc. 


As the mark of Moll Thompſon, ſome meaning doth 
bear, 


Which gerzs, in appearance, too often 4 wear; 
Let's tois it about, for no harm do I tee 
Can reſult from the freedom Ot uſir g MT. 


Derr y down, 2 "= 


The tit. in the 3 air debonair, 
Apes lordſhip 1 in dreſs, and baus out—a chair; 
Wich oject inferior he ſcorns to be fre 


And his head, void of thought, bears ag m of MT 


Derry down, Sc. 


"The Al erman pla cd in his great chair of ſtate, 
To prove his ſound witdom old laws will relate; 
No man, o'er a haunch, acts fo greatly: as he, 


But his belly excluded, the reſt isi. 
Derry un, Wes 


| 
. 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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A caik that is empty affords the moſt ſound, 
So Bla les to nd of ſpouting in noiſe do abound 3 
heir anſwers mutt comic or tragical be, 


They throw aſide nature to wear mark of MT. 


Derry dawn, Ec. 


The Player affected, ſo vain his deſire, 
For gold uſes tinſel to grace his ature ; 
Tho” deck'd in appearance, aye gay as can be, 


_ His pocket (ad fortune) wears mark of M L. 


Derry aown, Tc. 


Demurely the Maiden to Whitfield repairs, 
With half crowns in plenty to pay for his prayers : 
The Doctor delighted the ſpecie to lee, 


_Her pocket ſoon drains to the mark of MT. 


Derry down, Oc. 


Since Moll Thompſon's mark for diſcredit doth paſs, 
Come join in my toalt and each man drink his glaſs; 
May our heads and our pockets for ever be free, 
From ſcandalous term of the mark of MF. 


2 dacavn, Se. 


$ ON 6. 


THE BRUSH-MAKER, 


| [ A M a young b es launch'd into life, 


And want to poſſeſs a choice thing call'd a wife; 


Vet my efforts the women regard not a ruſh, 


When I aik them the queſtion, they all bid me 


bru 
a Derry down, &c. 


E 
J courted Clarinda, whoſe father makes candles, 
Commending her hand while long /ixes ſhe handles; 
Some freedoms I took, which provoking a bluſh, 
She alarm' d the old man, and he forc'd me to bruſh. 
Derry down, Se. 


On Precilla the fair, I next made the attack, 
When boaſting of noſe, and the ſtrength of my back; 
With hopes of ſucceſs I began to be fluſh, 
But ſhe at that criſis refus d me a bruſh. 
Derry down, & c. 


In this fad dilemma, what courſe could I ler, 
The ſex are ſo cruel, ſo coy, ſo ſevere; 
I apply'd to young Kitty, who bade me be EY 
And ſaid, to ne, ſhe'd grant me a bruſh, 
| Derry dows, & FA 


I often repeat theſe ſweet viſits to Kate, 

Who rejoices to ſee me both early and late; 

The prieſt ſhall ſay grace, and we'll bruſh it about, 

At morn, noon, and night "til the bruſh is wern out. 
Veri down. Se. 


PLATO'S ADVICE, 


Y AYS Plato, why ſhould man be vain, 


Tho? bounteous heav'n has made lim great? 
Why look with infolent diſdain, 


Ou thoſe undeck'd with wealth or tate? 
| 5 1 | Can 


So tis with us my jovial fouls, 


* wh * 
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Can coſtly robes, or beds of down, 


Or all the gems that deck the fair; 
Can all the glories of a crown 
Give health, or eaſe the brow of care. 


The ſcepter'd king, the burthen'd ſlave, 
The humble, and the haughty die; 
The rich, the poor, the baſe the brave, 
In daſt, without diſtinction lie: 
Go, ſearch the tombs where Monarch's reſt, 
Who once the greateit titles wore, 


Of wealth and glory they're bereft, 


And all their honours are no more! 


so flies the meteor through the ſkies 


And ſpreads along a gilded train; 
When ſhot—'tis gone—its beauty dies 
Diſſolves to common air again: 


Let triendſhip reign while here we ſtay; 


Let's crown our joys with flowing bowls, 


When Jove.commands we mult obey. 
Ss. 0 N 8. 


THE DUMB WIFE CURED, 


HERE was a bonny blade, had marry'd a 


| country maid, ea 
And ſafely conducted her home, home, home; 
She was neat in ev'ry part, ſhe pleas'd him to the 
| neart, 


But, ah! alas! ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb. 


She 


4 > 


7 * 
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She was bright as the day and briſk as the May, 


And was iound and as plumb as a plumb, plumb, 
plumb; 
Bat ſtill the filly ſwain, could do nothing but com- 
ain, 
Becauſe that his wife ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb. 


She could brew and he could bake, ſhe could few 
and the could make, 
She could ſweep clean the houſe with a broom, 
broom, broom ; 


She conld waſh and ſhe could wring or do any kind 


ot thing. 
But ah! alas! the was dumb, dumb, dumb, 


To the Doctor then he went, for to give himſelf 


content, 
And to cure his wife of the mum mum, => P 


Ohl ris the eaſieſt part that belongs unto my art, 


To make a woman ſpeak that is dumb, dumb, 
dumb. 


Then the doctor he did bring, and he cut the chat- 


_ tering ſtring, 
And at liberty ſet her tongue, tongue, tongue; 


Ohl! her tongue began to walk, which made her . 


loud to talk, 


As tho the had never been dumb, dumb, dumb. | 


"las 


| ( 
Her faculty ſhe tries, and ſhe fill'd the houſe wich 
noiſe, 


And ſhe rattled in his ears like a drum, drum, 
drum ; 


She bred a deal of ftrife, made him weary of his life, 


He'd give any kind of thing he was dumb, dumb, 
dumb. 


To the doctor then he goes, and taus he vents his 
woes, 


Oh doctor tis all a hum, hum, hum; 


For my wife is turn'd a ſcold, and her tongue ſhe 
will not hold, 


I'd give any kind of thing ſhe was dumb, dumb, 


dumb. 


When I did undertake to make thy wife to ſpeak, 


It was a thing that was eaſily done, done, done : 


But *tis paſt the art of inan, let him do whate'er he 


can, 
To make a ſcolding wife hold her tongue, tongu 
__ tongue, 
3 NG. 
THE JOLLY Tor ER. 


A Bacchanalian. 


| M a hearty good fellow, a ruby nos'd fot, 


Who never yet thought ot treaſon or plot; 


A bottle that's mellow is the chief of my cares, 


And I guzzle each night 'till I'm carried up ſtairs. 


85 
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1 
On the tombs of the brave ones, the wealthy and 
| wiſe, 
We are only informed that Under he lies ;* 
"Tis a hint that I like not, a trumpery tale, 
80 I now drown the thoughts on't in flaggous of ale, 


na 


They may name me fot, blockhead, or e'en what 
they will, 
But if wealth, nor it richee, nor wiſdom, nor ſxill, 
Can their owners preſerve from a church- yard, or 
pricit. | 
Why, I'll live as I like it, for methods a jelt. | | 


On the leſſons of nature it is that I think, 
For the taught me to love and ſhe taught me to 


— — 


drink; 
To my pleaſures full power ſhe taught me to give, 
x And Pill ſtick to her maxims as long as | live. 


I've money good flere on't, and ſpend it I mult, 
Be roaring and merry, but honeſt and juſt; 
That, cold ; in my coffia, m, landiord may ſay, 
He's gone and he's welcome, there's nothing to pay. 


S O N G. 


— — — ⏑ —— r — 


JOLLY BACCHANAaLIA? , 


E AR Tom this brown | jug that now foams 
with mild ate, 
Un which 1 will drink to ſweet Nan the vale) 
Was once Toby Philpot, a thirſty old cut, 
As e' re drank a bottle or fathe m'd 2 bowl; ; 
In boozing abou: twas bis prac to excel, 
| And among jolly topers he bore oft the bell, 


* - —— 


-.— $8 1 
"I chane'd, as in dog-days, he ſat at hrs eaſe, 


In his flow'r-woven arbour as gay as you pleaſe ; 
With a triend and a pipe, putting ſorrow away, 


And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoak ing his clay; 


His breath doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he died, full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body, when longi in the ground it had lain, 
And time into clay had difloly'd it again; 

A potter found out, in a covert fo ſnug, | 

And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown jug: 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale, 
So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale. 


NOTHING AT ALI. 


Sung by Mrs. Wrighten, in tbe Strangers at Home, 


” OUN G Roger, the ploughman, who wanted 


a mate, 

Went along with his daddy a courting to Kate; 
With noſegay ſo large, in his holiday cloaths, 
(His hands in his pockets) away Roger goes! 
Now he was as baſhful as baſhful could be, 

And Kitty, poor girl, was as baſhful as he; 
So he bow'd, and he ſtar'd, and he let his hat fall, 


Then he grinn'd. ſcratch d his head, and ſaid no- 


thang at all, 


CAT ET DN AA $498: - 


2 — 


Er 


) "Gor att 


To) 


If aukward the ſwain, no leſs aukward the ET 


She ſimper'd and bluſh'd, with her apron ring 
play'd; 


Till che old folks impatient to have the thing 


done, 


| Agreed that young Roger and ſhe ſhould be one: 


In filence the young ones both nodded aftent, 
Their hands being join'd, to be married they went; 
Where they anſwer'd the Parſon with voices ſo 
| {n.all, 
You'd have ſworn that they both had ſaid nothing 
at all. 5 


But mark what a change in the courſe ef a weck, 


Kate quite left of bluſhing— Hodge bold.y could 
ipeak ; 
Cou'd joke with his deary, laugh wad at the jet, 
She could coax too and fondle as well as the beſt: 
And aſham'd of paſt toily thev' ve often declar'd, 
To encourage young tolks who at courtſhip are 
car d— 
If at firſt to your aid ſome aſſurance you'll call, 


When once you are us'd to't 'tis nothing at all. 


8 O N 6. 


MIR TH AND FROLIC, 
Sung by Mr. King, in the Strangers at Home. 
HE ills of 1fe in vain allail, 


| [ never yet would yield me; 
T 
Nor ſhall their malice e er prevail, 


Will trolic mirth can ſhield me: | 
| Like 


[ 24 ] 

Like Curs they ſnarl but dare not bite, 
I heed them not at all, fir; 

But laugh at all their harmleſs ſpite, 
And ſtill fing tol de rol lol, fic. 


I ever ſcorn'd, with face of woe, 
Proud Dames to dangle after ; 5 
With {miles I bent young Cupid's bow, 
And tipt his ſhafts with laughter: 
Succeſs ſtill mark'd each merry dart, 
Black, fair, brown, ſhort, or tall, fir ; 
I conquer'devery female heart 
With tol de rol lol, de ro! lol, fir. 


= . 
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Let firſt rate ſingers ſtretch their chroats, 
In ſine falſetto ſqueaking, 
With new and ſtrange unnatural notes, 
Applauſe from faſhion ſeeking: 
The bleckhead Connoiſeurs among 
E'en let them trill and ſquall, fir ; 
Give me, my boys! a jolly ſong, 
That ends with tol de rol lol, ir. 


In ſpite of Dons, ſo grave and wile, 
Till o'er old Styx I ferry, 

I always thall moſt highly prize 
Wat ever's blithe and merry: 

May 'ove and laughter ever be 
Attendant on my call, fir ; 

Here's what I've always lov'd, d'ye ſee, 
A glaſs to tol de rol lol, fir. 


1 SONG. 


1 
s 0 N . 


A HUNTING SONS. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
'RECITATIVE, 


H RK, the horn calls away, 


Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 
Quit the bondage of floth and arite. 


* 2 Nr * 


A I R, 


From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See, the ſun-beams adorn 
The wild heath and the mountains ſo high. bs 
The wild beath, (Fc. 


Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 

| The ſteeds neigh to the found, 

| And the floods and the valleys reply. | 
1 a { the floods, Se. = 


Our fore-fathers ſo good, 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 
By encount”ring the hart and the boar. 
By encount'ring, Se. c. 


Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taught woodlands and ſoreſts to roar, 
1 Aud lag, oe, 


C Each 


yo — 


— — - 
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" of noble deſcent, 


' Hills and wilds we frequent, 


Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd. | 
Where the boſom, Cc. 


Tho' in life's buſy day, 
Man of man make a prey, 


Sul let ours be the prey of the field. 
Still 1 ours, Oc. 


With the chace in full ſight, 
Gods, how great the delight! 


Huw our mortal ſenſations refine. 
Hao our morial, Sc. 


Where 1s care ? where 1s fear? 
Like the winds in the rear, 


And the man's loſt in ſomething divine ! 
h And the man' 35 Sc. 


Now to horſe, my brave boys, 

Lo! each pants for the joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole. 
T hat anon, A5 fs. 


Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 


And renew the chace over the bowl. 
Axd rentw, & 


1 
8 ON G. 
THE KENNEL RAKER, OR GRUBBFR, 


HO! I 5 to and fro, old iron to find, 
Braſs pins, ruſty nails, they are all ro my 


mind ; 

Yet I wear a ſound heart true to great George our 
king, 

And tho” ragged and poor, with clear conſcienee 
can ſing: | 


T ho I feeep to end Fo, yet ['d have you to 3 
There are n in high life as well as in loa. 


The . bh ſweeps i in his coffers the blunt, 
That ſhould pay the poor ſoldiers that honour de 
hunt; 
The action, tho? dirty, he cares not a raw, 
So he gets but the ready the rabble may jaw. | 
| Theol faveep, O 


I'm told that the parſon, for I never go 

To hear a man preach, what he'll never ſtick to; 

Tis all for the ſweepings he tips you the cant, 

You might Pray by yourſelves elſe, depend Siri 
upon't. 


„ 7 I freep, & 
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One ſweeps you from this life you cannot tell where, 
And hat place you go to the Doctor don't care, 


So he brings in his bill, your long purſes to broach, 
Then he laughs in his ſleeve as he rides in his coach, 


Tho) I fwee), Sc. 


Your counſel may plead, but pray what is it for, 
His eye's on your fob while he chatters the law; 


Tongue padding he rakes you and —__ you quite 
clear, 


Of what's better than iron you need not to fear. 


Tho' I aeg. Se. 


But honeſty' $ beſt in 1 whac tation we are, 


For the grand ſweeper, Death, we can {ooner * | 


pure; 
Your ſtateſmen, your parſon, your phyſic and law, 


Wen N takes a Meep are no more than a chaw. 


Tho" [ futep, Se. 


n 


LAUGH AND LAY DOWN, 


\ HILE others attempt heavy minutes to kill, 


With Ombre, with Commerce, Rogers or 


Quadriile ; "= 
For once let us fing an old game of renown, 


Tae old Britich paſtime of laugh and lay down, 


Hey FENCE derry, ho dn derry, 
Hey down derry, hey ho, hey ho, 


3 


| 


C91 
This paſtime, the fountain and ſource of all arts, 
Is play'd by the force of mere natural parts; 
Its rules are ſo plan, from the plough take a clown, 
And he'll match the belt monarch at laugh and lay 
down, 


He) dou der 17, SIC 


Old miſerly wretches who ſtarve in their rags, 
Jo add to the weight of their 111- -gotten bays; 


At night from their bags they will iqueeze half a 
crown, 


| To o ſport with a damſel at laugh and lay down. 


Hy aown aerry, Se. 


Fat Aldermen too (tho' it paſs all belief) 

Forſake for this game even pudding and beef; 

Their ſenſes in claret no longer they drown, 

When {pouley 1 invites them to laugh and lay down. 
Hey denaun derry, Cc. 


This game to promote all profeſſions agree, 
The lawyers eltecm it as good as a fee; 

The phyſical college with candour will own, 
That nature's beſt cordial is laugh and lay down. 


Hey down derry, Oc. 


Our reaſon as well as our ſenſe it refines, 


Or it ne'er would be practis'd by pious divines; 


Archbiſhops and prieſts (uo ditgrace to the gown) 


Io a man are all clever at lauga and lay down, 


C3 Hey down derry, Se. 


| 1 30 ] 
The women of all things are fond of the ſport, 
I'rom the ruddy milk-maid to the ducheſs at court; 
Only play your cards well, and with black, fair and 
brown, 
You'll ne'er want a partner at laugh and lay down. 
Hey down derry, Ec. 


Tho? prudes may with coyneſs object to this play, 
is the joy of their hearts, ipite of ail they can ſay; 
l bo? they pita and cry tye, and refuſe with a frown, 


o but puth the thing home, and they'll laugh and 


lay down. 


Hey down derry, oc. 


Ve batchelors who to the game have regard, 

This moral will teach you to play a ſure card; 
Take blooming young wives, bid adieu to the town, 
And with them ſpend your ev'nings at laugh and 


lay down. 
ons Hey down derry, Oc. 
$ O'N-G: 


ALL IS A JOKE. 


F E bucks and ye bloods who love tipling and 
ſmoaking, lhe 
Who ſeaſon each moment with laughing and joking; 


A while be but ſilent, attend what is ipoke,, 


And I'll make it appear that the world is a joke. 


Sing tantararara, jole all, joke all, 
Sing taniararara, jike all. 


„ 
The patriot ſo grave, from plain fir to his grace, 
Fot his country will bawl, *till he gets a good place, 
The he lays down the maſk, and he throws off ths 
| cloak, | 
And proves what he ſaid was, alas! but in juke. 
Sing tautararara, Sc. 


The gen' ral ſo brave would his pot { on hetrav, 
If the foe would genteelly hut double his pay; 
No longer would venture with cannon and ſmoke, 
But reſign and retire, and then laugh at the joe. 

| | Sing ran;ararara, Sc. 


The lawyer, who Pleads _ your cauſe 1s Wy 


Tho? ke knows by himſelf it is not under{tood ; 
When he's drain'd all the fees that he can from 
your poke, 
Your caule is neglected, and all is a joke. 
| Sing tantai arara, Te, 


The phyſician. 10 prim, with kis cane and large wiz, 
. ho | lols in his chariot, and looks very big; 
When Death comes and gives you the finithing | 
ſtroke, 
You'll find his preſcriptions v were all but a joke. 
| Sing (antararara, Ee. 


The next is old ſpin- text, reclaimer of evil. 
Who ſays, tor your #115 you will go to the devil; 


When out of the pulpit, he'll wench, Grink, ad 
moe, 


And all Will conclude, then | his preaching” S a joke. 
| 1 012g enacts. Se. 


1 
The ladies ſo virtuous, ſo charming and pretty, 
Who rail againſt vers, and caſt away pity; 
Such railing we know is no more than a cloak, 
For the ladies were always all fond of a joke. 


k) ing tantararara, of. 


The flattering fop, and the tradeſmen who cheat, 
Will joke at each other when paſling the ſtreet ; 
Nay, he that can't joke, we a ninny ſhould call, 
Sy let us ling tantararara, joke all, 


Sing tantararara, Oe. 


 BACCHANALIAN JOYS DEFEATED, 


W HIL E I'm at the tavern quaffing, 
3 Well diſpos'd for t'other quart; 
Comes my wife to ſpoil my laughing, 
Lelling me 'tis time to part: 
Words [| knew were unavailing, 
Yet I ſternly anſwer'd, no; 
bf „Iill from motives more prevailing, 
ö __  Uulting down ſhe treads my toe. 


, 


Such 


—— — mo 


1 
Such kind tokens to my thinking, 
Moit emphatically prove, 
That.thejoys that flow from drinking, 
Are averle to thoſe of love! 
Farewel friends, and t'other bottle, 
vince | can no longer ſtay; 
Love more leara'd than Arittotle, 
Has to move me found the way. 


N. 
THE SEA FIGHT, 


\ T AND to your guns my hearts of oalc, 
Let not a word on board be ſpoke, 
Victory 100n will crown the Joke, 
Be ſilent and be rc ady 
Ram home your guns an- (punge them well, 
Let us be ſure the bails will tcll, 
The cannons roar ſha.l ſound their knell; 


Be ſteady, boys, be ſteady, 


Nor yet, nor yet, referve your fire 

do deſire: Fire! 

Now the elements do rattle, | 

The gods, amaz'd behold the battle, 
A broadſide, my boys. 


Cx | See 


1 
See the blood in purple tide, 
Trickle down her barter'd fide ; 
Wing'd wich fate the bullets fly, 
Conquer, boys, or bravely die! 
Hurl deſtruction on your toes, 
She finks—huzza! 
To the bottom down ſhe goes. 


S O NG. 
* THE DAYS WHEN 1 WAS YOUNG. 
Sung in the Duenna. 


O T HE days when I was young, 
When I laugh'd at fortune's ſpite, 


Talk'd of love the whole day long, 
And with nectar crown'd the night. 
'Then it was, old father Care, 
Little reck'd | of thy frown ; 
_ Half the malice youth could bear, 
And che reſt a bumper drown. | 
0 O ihe days, c. 


Truth they ſay lies in a well, 7 

Why, I vow, 1 ne'er could ſee ; | 
Let the water-drinkers tell, 

Inere it always lay for me: 8 

3 * "Pap 


1 


For when ſparkling wine went round, 
Never iaw | falthood's maik ; 
Bur ſtill che honeit truth ! had, 
In the bottom of each flaſk. | 
Obe days, Ec. 


True, at length, my vigour's flown, 
have years to bring decay; 
Few the locks that now | own, 
And the - few Il dave Are grey: 
Vet, old jeronie, thou may'ſt boaſt, 
- While thy ſpirits do not tire; 
Stil! beneath thy ages troit, 
Glows a ſpark of youthful fire. 


O the d. aa)s, .. 


$0.56 


RULE, BRITANNIA. 


HE N "RE firſt, at Hen wen's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main; 3 
Aroſe, &c. 
This was che charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian Angels ſung this ſtrain— 


Rule, Britannia, 3 B's the waves, 
For [::i.cns never will be Saves. 


E66 The 


1 
The Nations not ſo bl eſt as thee, 
Maſt in their turn to tyraats tall; 


Muſt, &c. 
Wilt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and 


free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 


Rule, Britannia, Oc. 


More dreadful from each foreign ftroke ; 


More, &c. 
As whe loud blaſt, the blaſt that rends the ſkies, 


Serves but to root thy native oak. 


| 
| 
Still more majeſt? c ſhalt thou riſe, = | | 
; 
| 
Kal, 53 Se. £ 
1 


The haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, BY 

All their attempts to bend thee down z 4 
All their, &c. | 
Will but aroule, arouſe thy gen'rous fame, | 
| 


Aud work their woe and thy renown, _ 
Rule, Britannia, Oe. 


ö 

f 

To thee belongs the rural reign, ; 
ay cities ſhall with commerce * | 

T hy cities, &c. | 

And thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject main, | { 


| And ev'ry ſhore 1 it circles thine. 
| - | Rule, Britannia, Se. 
| | The 


I] 


The muſes, ſlill with freedom found, 


Shall to thy happy coaſt repair: 


Shall, &c. 
Bleſt Ifle! with beauties, with matchlels beauties 
crown'd, | 


And manly hearts to guard che fair. 


Rule, Briiarnia, Br rule the Wales, 
For Britons never will be jlaves. 


TRE WANDERING SAILOR, 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


II E wand'ring ſailor ploughs the main, 
A competence in life to gain, 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 
To find, at laſt, content and eaſe: 
In hopes, when toll and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore, 


When winds blow hard, and mountains roll, 
And thunders ſhake from pole to pole ; 
Tho” dreadful waves ſurrounding foam, 
Still flatt'ring fancy watts him home : 

In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er 


Te anchor on his native ſhore, a 
| ; | | When 


1 
When round the bowl, the jovial crew, 
The early {cenes of youth renew ; 
Tno' each his fav'rite fair will beat, 
This 15 the univerſal toaſt 
May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore, 


SQ N . 
PLEASURE THROUGH LIFE, 


Sung in T hamas an Sally. 


HEN I was a young one what girl was like 
e 2 | 
So wanton, fo airy, ſo briſk as a bee? 
L tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where e'er 
A nhddle was heard, to be {ure l was there. 


To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay ; 
was this, Sir, and that, 81 , but ſcarce ever nay s 
And, Sundays, dreſs" d out ia my ſilk and my lace, 
1 warrant I itood by the beſt in the place. 


At twenty { got me a huſband, poor man ! 

Well, reſt nim—we all are as good as we can; 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 

And Jealous —tho' truly gave him ſome caule. 


4 e 


Ro 
He ſnubb'd me, and huff'd me, but let me alone, 
Ecad, I've a tongue, and I paid him his on; 
Ye wives, take the hint, and when ipoule is un- 
tow'rd, | | 
Stand frm to your charter, and have the lai word, 


But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my woe, 
I'm not what I was forty ſummer's ago; 


This Time a fore foe ! there's no ſnunning his dart, 
However, I keep up a pretty good heart. 


Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum-chance, 
J (till love a tune, tho' unable to dance; 

And books of devotion laid by on my fhelt, 

] teach that to others I ouce did mylelt. 


$ 0 NG 


THE TAYLOR AND SEMPSTRESS, 
 Simile Simili gaudet. 


A TAYLOR there was and he liv'd in a garret 
; 3 7 — — ] 3, Bo g 
k VWhone'er in his days taſted Champaig ne or 
Claret ; | | 
With high ſoups, or ragouts, he never was fed, 
But cabbage, believe me, was his daily bread. 
f | Derry dogun, E. - 


1 
His work he purſu'd without any repining, 
When ble(s'd with a pint of Free X ng for his 
lining 3 | 
Till Cup, e arrows molt cruelly treat us, 
With A Sempſtrels 5 boaki a deltroy'd his quielus. 
7 own, Os 


QI 


No longer a birth-night affords any pleaſure, 
His purrerns lie ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure ; 
His 47.“ he contrives not with ren, to ſwell, 


Silt, tabiſt, tape, and buckram, he damns them to 
hell. 


Derry down, c. 


Cupid, pitying his caſe, at length flew to his aid, 


And heip'd him to fze-drazv the hole he had made; 
And bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute, 
Whoc'er finiih'd without firſt beginning ait? 

| Derry down, Te, 


He viſits the Sempſtreſs with aukward addreſs, 
Proteſts on her kindnels hung his happinels ; 
But the ſcorn! ully ſneer'd at his ſpeeches and wheedle, 


For ihe, lack a day, Was as ſharp as a ute le. 


wy down, Se. 


He told her, on hon'rable terms he was come, 


And beg'd he might ſoon be inform'd of his doom; 
Uuleſs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, 


The Fate's fears would ſoon cut of the remnant of 


life. 
Derry dcaen, Te. 


— 0 


— . 


1 } 


Do you think, cry'd the Sempſtreſs, I'll take for a 


ſpouſe 


One whom no one eſteems three ſerps of a louſe ? 


Advance in your favour whatever you Can, 
A taylor is but the ninth part of a as 
Derry down, Se. 


The taylor proceeded with lying, entreating, 
And making fuch ſpeeches which icarce bear re- 
peating; 
A woman unmarry'd was uſeleſs he aid, 
Was Juli like a needle without any ihread. 
Derry down, Cc. 


When the prieſt ſhould have tack'd them together, 
he cry'd, 


For her palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide ; ; 
Tho turkies and capons he could not aſpire, 


She —— e be ſure of a gooſe at the fire. 
Derry «own, Se. 


As ſhe work' d he commended her fingers ſo 3 


And ſwore that her eyes were more by ight chan her 


thimble; 1 
Tho' ſmall was his wit, he ſo acted his part, | 
That (1 b not how ? wes) he n 4 her heart. 


Der dewn. Se. 


Away hand in hand to the chapel they went, 
Nor appear'd in her viſfage the leaſt diſcontent; 


Noae but death could the conjugal knot have unty'd, 
For cr, e d * * lat till they dy'd. 
: Derry down, Se. 


1 
SS UV N 6. 
| POOR PUFF, 


Lively young barber, an amorous ſpark, 
Miſs Stitchwell, by moonlight, once met is 
the Park, 


Between whom tele a ?ere ſoon did wk. 


Young Puff much defiring to ſtick his pole in. 
Derry cvown, Ec. 


Her eyes he firſt ſwore like arp razors had ſhorn, 


His heart of its eaſe, which had made him forlorn; 


But thus ſhe made anſwer, oh fie, Johnny, fie, 
Your pole I proteſt you ſhall ne'er ſtick in my— 


Derry down, Oc. 


He then ſwore like „bag in het water he dwi ndled, 


For love had within his poor breaſt a flame kindled; 
He ne'er could be happy unleſs he could win her 


To let him beat *þ natures lather within her. 


Derry down, Oe. 


With ſmiling, and ſmirking, and wantonly leering, 


Said ſhe, you young men are quite full of your . 
jeering; 


With tongues {mooth as 1 too, you'll fatter and 


Be. 


Thro' * tho" none hall beat Jad up in my — 


Derry diaun, c. 


( 43 ] 
Soon taking the hint, to a bench he ſtrait led her, 
Where he wi h her linen then partly o'erſpread her, 
And ſoon Mr. Puff, to end well this odd matter, 
Pull'd out his machine and in haſte let fly at her. 


Derry diaun, Oc. 


She endur'd it with eaſe, tho' ſhe made him the 
pu fer, 

And ſay, he ne'er lather'd a beard that was tougherz 

Yet as it had turn'd his te edge, the once more 

Deſir'd he would fet it, and then lather o'er. 


"Shown d: wn, Fc bs 
Tee which, his Joap-balls ſhe ſqueez' d, but in 


vain, 

He could not make /uds in her baſon again, 

Which made her exclaim to poor Puff's great dil- 
honour, 


A Ueck- head of wood might as well lie upon hee. 
Derry down, Cc. 


Says ſhe, ſuch a /rimmer as youln nc'er ele 
Your zoll of pomatum io quickly does melt, 


Tour cifterx ſoon drain'd too, and cock there ore 


uſeleſs.— 


A weaving frame 1 might as well have that's 
Juicelcſs, 
| Derry dean, Sc. 


- SONG. 


Ia: 


N 45; 


EVERY ONE'S LIKING, 


Sung 25 Mr. e at 7 auxhall, 


| W HEN kind friends expect a ſong, 
Something new and ſtriking; 
Surely he can ne' er be wrong, 


Who gives each — liking, 


Patriots like to get a place, 
The Courtiers theirs to keep; 
Country 'ſquires to drink and chaſe, 
And cits to eat and fleep. 


Parſons like a Biſhopric, 

__ _ Gamblers like to bubble; 
Doctors like to ſee friends ſick, 
Lawyers theirs in trouble. 


Soldiers Ii ce both peace and pay, 
When fighting is no more; 
Sailors like a road to ftr: ay, 


For gold to waſh aſhore. 
Ruddy 


19 1 
Ruddy bullies like to bluſter, 


Pale beaux to ſeem polite; 
Train- band Captains like a muſter, 
But neither like to fight. 


Ladies like—a thouſand things, 
But yet it were not well ; 
He who for his pleaſure ſings, 


Should all their likings tell 


TO BANISH LIFE'S TROUBLES. 


O baniſh life's troubles, the Grecian old Sage, 
Preſt the fruit of the vintage oft into the buwl, 
Which made him forget all the care of old age; 
It bloom'd in his face and made happy his ſoul: 
Wille here we are fund, 
Put the bumper around, 
Tis the 1'quor of lite that cacl: care can 1 controul, 


This jovial philoſopher thought that the ſun, 
Was thirſty, and often drank deep of the main; 
That the planets would tipple away as they run, 
The earth wanted moiſture and ſoak'd up the rain; 
While here we are found, 
Put the bumper around, 
Tis the liquor of lite and Way ſhould we refrain. 


1 49 ] 
Its virtues are known both in war and in love, 
The hero and lover alike it makes bold; 
Vexations in life's buſy day twill remove, 
_ Delightful alike to the young and the old: 
While here we are found, 
Put the bumper around, 
That every ill may by wine be controul'd. 


$ G N . 
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FRIENDSHIP AND LOVE. 


Ho- Bacchus may boaſt of his care- killing 
) 
- "And folly in thought- drowning revels delight, 
Such worſhip alas! has no charms for the ſoul, 
When ſofter devotion the ſenſes invite. 


To the arrow of fate or the canker of care, 
His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow ; 
But to tancy that feeds on the charms of the fair, 
The death of reflection the care of all woe. 


What ſoul that's poſſeſt of a dream ſo divine, 
With riot would bid the ſweet viſion be gone? 

For a tear that bedews ſenſibility's ſhrine, 

Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun. 


Lach | 
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Each change and exceſs hath thro' life been my doom, 
And well can I ſpeak of its joy and its ſtrife; 
The bottle affords us a glimple thro” the gloom, 
But love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our life. 


Come then, roſy Bacchus and ſpread o'er my ſight | 

The magic illuſions that raviſh the foul; 

Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, 
And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl. 


Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 

Nor e'er, jolly God, from the banquet remove; 
But each tube of my heart ever thirit for the wine, 
That's mellow'd by Friendſhip and ſweeten'd by 

| Love, EE : 


S O NN © 
THE CHOICE SPIRIT'S LOTTERY. 


XE national ſchemer's awhile give me leave, 

A ſcheme I'll advance that ſhall no ways 
deceive ; -- | | 
No humbug I mean ſet on foot by the great, 

Tho' a lottery's my ſcheme—it is not of the ſtate. 


No——your tickets divide into ſhares, 
To plunder your pockets and heighten your cares; 
No blanks to depreſs you come in my deſign, 
The wheel is good humour, the prize is good wine. 


From 


[48] 
From a ſcheme ſuch as this, what delight muſt ac- 
| crue, 
To a people who always give Bacchus his due: 
Choice god of the grape, by thy virtues inſpir'd, 
The caute I'll relate you fo juſtly admir'd. 


"Tis wine chal gives freedom we PEI maintain; 
The ſlave fil1'd with claret deſpiſes his chain; 

»Tis wine gives us wit, and ennobles the ſenſe, 
And aids fancy's flight as new ſpirits commence. 


The hows aſpires to conqueſts and arms, 

The lover deſpiſes his miſtreſs's charms ; 

The preacher delivers his precepts ſo fine, 
Replete with the pow'r giving juice of the vine. 


Then our lottery attend all who love friſk and fun, 
You are ture of a prize tor no more than a crown; 
Apollo and Bacchus here jointly agree 

Jo take off the hip, and renew you with glee. 


Let the vot'ry of Plutus, who values his pelf, 

To be happy tor once ſteal a crown for himſelf; 

Ve ſoas of the turf, leave your tricking and lies, 

The whole courſe is a blank —here vou're ſure of a 
Prize. 


Ye lov ers, ye © fops, or whoever may pleaſe, 

Leave your ſighing and cares, here you'll quickly 

CO find eaſe: | 

Old and young, great and little, attend to my call, 
MF his ev'ning we draw, fir, at Comas an. 


e 


1 
3. 
THE TU TOR. 


\OME, my faireſt, learn of me, 
Learn to give and take the blits; 
Come, my love, here's none but we, 
Fil inſtruct thee how to kiſs: 
Why turn from me that dear face, 
Why that bluſh and down-catt eve ? 
Come, come meet my fond 3 
And the mutual rapture try 


Throw thy lovely twining arms, 


Round my neck, and round my wall; 


And whillt I devour thy charms, 


Let me cloſely be embrac'd! 
Then when ſoft ideas riſe, 
And the gay defires grow ſtrong 
Let them ſparkle in thy eyes, 
Let them murmur from thy tongue, 


To my breaſt with rapture cling, 


Look with tranſport on my face; 
Kiis me—preſs me- every thing 

To endear the fond embrace ! 
Every tender name of love, 

In toft whiſpers let me hear; 
And let ſpeaking nature prov Cy 

Every extacy uncere. 


BY 
6 O N G. 
THE SAILOR'S SONG. 


Sung by Mr. Arroteſiniih, at Jauæbuli. 


HE top-fails ſhiver in the wind, 
'The thip the calts to tea ; 
But yet my foul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee : 


For tho? thy ſailor's bound afar, 


Stilllove ſhall be his guiding ſtar. 


Should landſmen flatter when we're ſail'd, 


O doubt their artful tales; 
No gallant ſailor ever fail'd, 

It love breath'd conſtant gales: 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 


Which ſteers my heart from pole to pole. 


Sirens in every port we meet, 
More fell than rocks and waves; 
But ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet, 
Are lovers and not ſlaves : 
No toes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 5 
Aitho' we leave our hearts with vou. 


Theſe are our cares—but if you're kind 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main: 
The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
'The pow'r of France and Spain : 


Now England's glory reſts wich you, 


Our ſails are full weet girls adieu 


5 
S8 O N 8. 
THE HERO, 


E comes, he comes, the hero comes! 
Sound, ſound your ne „ beat, beat 
YOur drums, 
From port to port let canons roar, 
He's welcome to the Britiſh thore : 
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, 
Welcome to the Britith thore, 


Prepare, prepare, your ſongs prepare, 

Loudly, loudly rend th” echoing air, 

From pole, to pole, your joys reſound, 

For virtue is with glory crown'd, | 

| Viriue, Ec. 
S O N G. 
5 THE WILLING CHAMBERMAID, 
Sung by Mrs. Martyr, in Fontainbleau, 


| INDEED I'll do the beſt I can, 
| To plcaſe ſo kind a gentleman : 
You lodge with us, and you ſhall ſee, 
low careful poor Namnette will be z 
So nice, ſo neat, ſo clean your room, 
With bow pots for the ſweet pertume, 
An't pleaſe you, fix, 
When you get up, 
Your coffee brown 
In china cup, 
Dinner, deſert, 
And bon ſoupier: 
Sir, mon, honneur, at night you be 
With waxen taper lit to bed, 
N poor 1 Nannette your chamberma'id, 


D 2 
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S O N G. 
1 MADE LOVE Tro KATE. 


S . in the Jevial Crew. 


MADE love to Kate, long I 151d for ſhe, 
1 Till II heard of late, ſhe” of a mind to me ; 
i met her on the green in her beſt array, 
So pretty ſhe did feem the ſtole my heart away: 
Oh, then we kiſs'd and preſt, were we much to 
blame, 
Had you been in my place, you d have done the 
tame, 


As J 8 grew, ſhe began to prate, 
2uoth ſhe, 1'1] marry you, if you will marry Kate; 
But then 1 laugh'd and ſwore, 1 lov'd her more chan 


{o, 


For, tied each to a rope“ s-end, was tugging to and 


fro 


Again we 1 'd and preſs'd, were we 3 to 


blame, 


| Had you been in my place, ved have Gone the 


fame. 


gh'd, and ſaid, ſhe was wond'rous ſick, 
Dicky Katy led, Katy ſhe led. Dick; 
Long we toy'd and play'd under vonder oal:, 


Then ſhe ſig 


Katy loft the game, altio? ſhe play'd in joke; 


For there we did, alas! what 1 dare not name, 
Had you been in my pace, you'd have done the 
ſame. 


SONG. 


THE SECRET K155. 


A T the filent evening hour, 
Two fond lovers in a bow'r, 


Sought, fought their mutual bliſs : 


Tho? her heart was juſt relenting, 
Tho? her eyes ſeem'd juſt conſenting, 
Yet, yet ſhe fear'd to kiſs. 


Since this ſecret ſhade, he cry'd, 


Will thoſe roſy bluſhes hide, 


Why, why will you reſiſt? 
When no tell-tale ſpy is near us, 
Eye not ſees, nor ear can hear us, 

Who, who would not be kiſs'd. 


Czlia, hearing what he ſaid, 
Bluſhing, lifted up her head; 
Her breaſt ſoft wiſhes fill: 


Since, ſhe cry'd, no ſpy is near us, 


Eye not ſees, nor car can hear us, 
Kiſs, kiſs or what you wall. 


SONG. 
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S O N 6. 


1E RAPTURE. 


HILST on thy dear boſom lying, 
Celia, who can [peak my. blits ? 
Who the rapture I'm enjoying, 
When thy balmy lips I kiss? 
Every look with love inſpires me, 
Every touch my bolom warms; 
Every melting murmur fires me, 
Every) joy is 12 thy arms. 


Thoſe dear eyes how ſoft they languiſh, 
Feel my heart with rapture beat; 
Pl-afare turns almoſt to anguiſh, 
When the tranſport is ſo fiveet ! 
Look no: ſo divinely on me, 
Cela I ſhall hs with bliſs 3 
vet, yet turn thoſe eyes upon me, 
Wo d not die a death like tis? 


l 
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THE STOLEN KISS 


mr— — — — — —— ——— — 
** — 


N a moſſy bank reclin'd, 
| Beauteous Chloe lay rex ing; 
O' er her breaſt each am'rous wi 
Wanton * its ſweets diſch'ng : 
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Soltly ſtole into her arms, . 


Laid his ſcript and ſheep-hook by her. 


638-1] 
Tempted with the ſwelling charms, 
Colin, happy ſwain, drew nigi her, 


O'er her downy panting breait, 
His delighted fing'rs roving; 


To her lips his lips he preſt, 


In the extaſy of loving : 
Chloe, waken'd with his kits, 
Pleas'd, yet frowning, to conceal it; 
Cry'd true lovers ſhare the bliſs, 
Why then, Colin, would you ſteal it, 


0 N 8. 
THE K19S REPAID. 


HL OE by that borrow'd kiſs, 
I, alas, am quite undone ; 

was fo ſweet, fo traught with bliſs, 
Thouſands will not pay tnat one, 


Leaſt the debt ſhould break your heart, 
Roguiſh Chloe imiliag, cries 
Come, a thouſand then in part, 
For the preſent ſhall tuttice, 


— — — — . 7*ß] r. — — —äͤ— . — 2 — 
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THE IMAGINARY KISS: 


V FILL N Fanny I ſaw, as ihe trip'd v'er the 
green, 
Far, blooming, loft, artleſs, and kind ; 
ron 5 LOVE in, her ex es, wit and ſenſe in hes mein, 
nd warmnets with modeſty join'd : 
* deer eren with ſudden amazement ſtood, 
Fatt riveted comn to the place, 
Her delicate Hape, e :afy motion, I view'd, 
And uander'd o'er every grace. 


Ye Go: veuat luxuriance of beauty, I cry, 
Wat Pres must * well in her arms; 
Ou her 111 1 coul3 fea! E, on ner breaſt 1 could die, 
0 'aany no Ie CL arc thy ch: arms! 
Wuilſt thus in idea my patſion I fed, | 
Soft traiſport my fits s invade; | 
Young Daman ſte p'd up with the ſubſtance he fled, 
Aud leſt me to kits the dear ſhade. 


N . 


THE MEETING KISS, 


E. T me fly into thy : arms, 
Let me taſte again thy charms + 
Kits me, preſs me do thy breatt, | 
la rapture not to be exprelt : 


Let 


# 
n 


l 
Let me claſp thy lovely waiſt, 
Throw tity arms around my neck; 


Thus embracing and embrac'd, 
Nothing ſhall our raptures check. 


Hearts with mutual pleaſure glowing, 
Lips with lips * growing; 
Eyes with tears of gladneſs flowing, 


Eyes, and lips, and hearts hall 2 


The joy chat nieeting lovers K-10, 


S- 0 N. 


THE RECONCILING: KISS, 


W' H Y that ſadneſs on thy brow, 


Why that ſtarting chytal tear, 


Deareſt Polly, let me know, _ 
For thy grief I cannot bear: ; 
Polly with a figh reply'd, 
What need I the cauſe impart; 
Did vou not this moment chide? 
And you know it breaks my heart, 


Colin melting as he ſpoke, 
Caught the fair one in bis arms; 
O my dear, that tender look, 
Every paſſion quite difarms : 
By this dear relenting kiſs, 
['d no anger in my thought; 
Come, my love, by this and this, 
Let our quarrel be forgot, 


D 5 


— —— Hg— — — 
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By thoſe eager ſoft careſſes, 


Wo 


As when ſudden ſtormy rain, 
Every drooping flow'ret ſpoils ; 
When the ſun ſhines out again, 
Al} the face of nature ſmiles ! 
Polly, fo reviv'd and cheer'd, 
By her Colin's kind embrace, f 
Her declining head uprear'd, 
Sweetly ſmiling in her tace. 


S O N S. 


THE MUTUAL KISS. 


C* ELTA; by thoſe fmiling Traces, 


Which thy panting beſom warm; 


By the heaven ef thy embraces, 


By thy wond'rous power to charm : 
By thole folt bewitching glances, 
Which my wmott boom move; 
By thoſe lips waofe kiſs entrances, 
Thee and thee alone I love. 


By thy god-like art of loving, 
Celia with a bluſh replies; 

By thy heavenly power of moving, 
All my foul to ſympathize: 


By thoſe arms around me thrown 3 L | 
By that look which truth expreſles, 
My fond heart is all thy o OW Ns 


1 
Thus with glowing inclination, 
They i- dalge the tender bliſs 
And to bind the laſting paſſion, 
Scal it with the mutual kiſs: 
P  Ciole ia fond embraces lying, 
1 They together ſeem to grow; 
Such ſupreme delight enjoying, 
As rrue lovers only know. 


33. 
rk BOTTLE: 


NT/HATE'E R ſqueamiſh lovers may (ay, 
VV A mittreis i've tound to my mind; 
I enjoy her by night and by day, 
| Yer the ſtill grows more lovely and kind! 
Of her beauties I never am cloy'd, 
Tho' I conttint.y thick by her tide ; 
Nor deſpite her becauſe He's enjoy d. 
By a legion of levers beſide. 


CH Q-R- VU $, 


For tho? thouſands may broach her, may broach her, 
may broach ner, 
By Jove, 1 ſhall tee! neither envy ror ſpleen ; 
. Nor jealous can prove ot the miſtreſs I love, 
For a bottle, a bottle's the miſtreſs I mean. 


D 6 Should 
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Bu 


Should T try to deſcribe all her merit, 
With her praiſes I ne'er ſhould have done 
She's brimtul of ſweetneſs and ſpirit, 
And par cles with freedom and tun: 
Her ſtature's majeſtic and tall, 
And taper her boſom and waiſt; 
Her neck long, her mouth round nad (mall, 


And her lips how delicious to taite. 


For tho, Se. 


You may graſp her with eaſe by the middle, 
To be open'd how vaſt her delight ; 

And yet her whole {ex is a riddle, 

You never can itop her too tight: 
Yhen your iinger you once introduce 
To her circle and magical pow * 


Pop, away from within flies the } juice, 


And your ſenſes are drown' d in the ſhow'r. 
| For tho“, Sc. 


But the ſweeteſt of raptures, that flow, 
From the bountitul charmer, I prize; 
Is ſure when her head is laid low, 
And her bottom's turn'd up to the fkies : 
Stand to her, and tear not to win her, 
She never prove p2eviſh or coy 3 
And the farther and deeper you're in her, 
The fuller ſhe'll fill you with joy. 


For tho, Cc. 
Thus 


1 


Thus naked, and claſp'd in my arms, 
With her my ſweet moments [I'd ipend , 
And revel the more on her charms, 
| When I ſhare her delights with a friend: 
To Divinity, Phyſic, or Law, 
Her favours | never ſhall grudge, | 
Tho! each. night the may make a faux fas, 
With the Bithop, the EE, or judge. 
bor the > 1 


S O NS. 
THE COOPER. 
Sung by Mr. Dario. 


81 hoop round my caſk, my heart now It 

| glows, 

With thoughts of the liquor that caſk may encloſe, 

[ oftentimes wiſh myſeff chang'd to a ſtave, 

That I might contribute good liquor to fave : 

Whole years in old Rum ew I'd ſoak but ne'er 
peak, 

Leſt talking too much? may 3 a leak; 

Whilit thus my infide w ell wetted remain, 

The check of my outſide a tear ſhould not ſtain, 


A dutchman 1s nought but a hogihead of gin, 

In which he keeps tipp'ling quite up to the chin: 

A frenchman is ſparkling champaign at the beſt, 

Which bubbles, and ! and Karts up like 
yeaſt: | 


But. 
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But of all ca%s on exrth, whereſoever you ſeek, 
Your ſtaunch Engliſh veſſel will ſeldomeſt leak ; 
Each ſtave by the hoops of high honour's made faſt, 
Ind proof britiſh [pirit, *ewill hold to the laſt. 


8 O N 8. 
THE TINKER, 
Sung * Mr. Dibdin. 


TINXER Jam, my name's natty Sam, 
From morn to night | trudge it; 
So low is my fate, my pers'nal eltate 
Lies all within this budget, 


CHORUS. 


Work lis the tinker, ho, good wir es, 
For l'm a lad of mettle; 

Twere well it you could mend your lives, 
As I can mend a Kettle, 


The man of war, and the man of the bar, 
Phyticians, prietts, trce-thinkers ; 


That rove up and dowa great London town, 


What are they all but tinkers. 5 
Ny | Merl, Sc. 


3 1 63 
f Thoſe among the great, who tinker the ſtate, 
And badger the minority; | 
Pray what's the end of their work, my friend, 
; But to rivet a good majority. : 
1 Verl, Je. 
This mends his name—that cobbles his fame 
That tinkers his reputation; | 
And thus, had I time, I could prove in my rhime, 
Jolly tinkers of all the nation. | 
| Wer, Se. 


S ON G. 


LAND OF DELIGHT, 


Sung by Mr. Darley. 


A 5 you mean to ſet (ail for the land of delighe, 
A And in wedlock's ſoft hammock to ſwing ev'ry 
It you hope that your voyage ſucceſoful ſhould prove, | 
Fill your fails with affection your cabin with love. | 


Let your heart, like the main maſt, be ever upright, 
And the union you boaſt like your tackle be tight; 
Of the ſhoals of indiff'rence be ſure to keep clear, 
And the quickſands of jealouſy never come near. 


I 


E J 


If huſbands e'er hope to live peaceable lives, | 
They mutt reckoa themſelves, give the helm to 


their Wives; . 
For the evener we go, boys, the better we ſail, 
And on ſhip-board the helm is {till rul'd wy the tail, 


Then liſt to your piJot, my boys, and be wile, 
If my precepts you icorn, and my maxims «ipiſe 


A brace of proyd antlers your brows may adorn, 


And a hundred to one but your double Cape Horn, 


= MIND THE MAIN CHANCE». 


mother ſhe told me when [ was a bey, 
To beware of deceit I my mind muſt em- 
ploy ; 
That folly and vice would my footiteps attend, 
So to witdom and prudence ſhe muſt recommend: 


That theſe in life's round would my picaiure en- 


hance, 
And always concluded wich, mind the main chance. 


I heard her advice, but in nh I muſt fay,. 
It was on her darling, alas! ' thrown away ; 


1join'd in the ſports with the jovial and young, 
And as folly invited I tun'd up the ſong; 
With the wanton and giddy would mix in the dance, 
And ſome how or er forgot the main chance, 


1 
But ſoon as reflection came over my mind, 
All the vain things of folly at once I reſign'd; 
The right path of pleaſure determin'd to prove, 
And ſweeten my moments with reaſon and love: 
I have gain'd a good wife which my bliſs does en- 
hance, 
So all will allow I have hit the main chance. 


'$:0 RN 6. 
PIQUET. 


PT ER breakfaſt, ſays Nancy, well, what 
ſhall we do, 

Will you try me again and our party renew; 
The girl was inviting, the morning was wet, 


So J — at her challenge, the game was piquet. 


All matters adjuſted, the conqueſt we try, 

I went out ſtrong in hand and my courage was high, 
Come on my dcear girl, it is well we are met, 

I'll give you enough of your game at piquet. 


I defy you, ſys ſhe, tis not cheating will win, 
So give me, my dear, what J am to take in; 


Then ſhe laid down her * mine agaiaſt it 1 5 
ſet, | 


5 She allow” a it was good at hes gms of pu: 


Bat 


191 

Zut quint and quartorze too, ſhe reckon'd away, 

J could hold no ſuch thing, ſo defir'd her to play; 
And the huſſy fo play'd, 1 was ſoon in her debt, 
Both laugh'd at and lurch'd at this game of piquet. 


Well, my lad, never mind, when your gs win 


riſe 
You ſhall have your revenge, ſhe jeeringly cries: 
And as long as I found I had ſomething to bet, 
1 attack a her * at this game of piquet. 


But each effort I made, till the als was the ſame, 
Till no ſtakes I could raiſe, then J left off the game; 
For the player, believe me, no credit will get, 
ha offers, unfurniſh'd, to play at piquet. 


Yet, ſo ſweet is the game, my food 3 purſues, 
I'll never decline it tho' certain to loſe; | 

But morn, noon, or night, take the challenge up 
yet, 


And for with my n at charming piquet. 


Tae SAILOR” s ADIEU., 


Chearful 1 my girl, dilpel all fears; 
Caſt grief aſide, and while you're afar 
Tumultgous billows rock your Tar: 


WI 7 droop s my Nan, and why thoſe tears? 


While 


5 1 

While howling winds around him blow, 
Let not your boſom ache with woe; 
A pow'r beaignaat from above, 

Will guard me for my deareſt love. 


go, my Nan, my country's friend, 

We're dar'd by foes, we mult contend ; 
Glory and honour both invite, 

The Youth to fix his native right: 

One cheering ſmile before we part, 

Wipe off thoſe drops that fink my heart; 

Whe'ere I go Ill think of you, 

One kiſs, ſweet girl, and now adieu. 


. 

NEVER BELIEVE "EM, 

Sung by Mrs. Martyr. 
| HE N the doctor ſeems happy to meet you 
in health, | | | 
And philoſophers ſmile with contempt upon wealth; 
When the poet would ſeem not to pant after fame, 
And the hero to fight more tor honour than gain: 

"CE WSK vs. 
Mankind ſhould be taught they are arts to deceive 
„ | . 


So take my advice, now, and never believe em. 
e | 1 85 When 
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„ 
When the lawyer proteſts to his client, he need 
Have no doubt of ſucceſs, if he will but proceed; 


And the counſellor hopes, when he's pleading with 


fury, 
That truth will prevail in the minds of the jury. 
| Mankind, Se. 


When the maiden with icy indifference turns 


From her lover, who ſwears he with conſtancy 


ee 
And the prude with ſeverity rails at the men, 


Or the widow reſolves not matry again. 


Mankins, 2 A 


When the candidate, bowing, ſolicits your vote, 
Your intere{ts promiſing true to promote; 


And the ſenator afterwards ſnug in his ſtation, 


Makes many a 1 peech for the good of the nation. 
Mankind, c- 


4 0 NN. Ge 
THE RACE HORSE, 


Sang by Mr. Banniſter, 


S* E the courſe hg d with gazers, the ſports 


are begun, 

The confuſion but hear, I bet you, done, ibs "= 

Ten thouſand ftrange murmurs reſound far and 

| near, 

Lords, — and Jockies allal the tir'd ear: 
White 


189 1 
While with neck like a rainbow, erecting his crett, 
Pa mper'd, prancing and pleas'd, his head touching 
| his breatt ; 
Scarcely ſnuffing the air he's ſq proud and elate, 
The ng mettled racer firſt ſtarts for the plate. 


Now revnard's turn'd out, and o'er _ and ditch 
ruſh, 

Dogs, Horſes and huntſmen all hard at his bruſh; 

Thro' marſh, fen, and brier, led by their fly prey, 

They by ſcent and by view cheat a tedious long way: 

While alike born for ſports of the kel.l and the courſe, 

Always ſure to come through—a ſtaunch and flcet | 
horſe ; 

When fairly run down the Fox yields up his breath, 

The high mettled racer is in at che death. 


Grown aged, us'd up, WY} turn*d out of the fad, 

Lame, {pavin' d, and wind gall'd, but yet with ſome 
blood; 

While knowing poſtillions his pedigree trace, | 

Tell his Dam won this ſweep, his fire that race? 

And what matches he won to the hoſtlers count o'er, 

As they loiter their time at ſome n alchouſe 

Acor, 

While the harneſs 8 gals; and the ſpurs his fide 
goad, 

The high metiled 1 racer's a hack on the road. 


Til at laſt having Ibo d. drudg' d early and late, 
Bow'd down by deprees, he bends on to has fate; 
Blind, old, lean and feeble, he tugs round a mill, 
Or draws fand, till the land of his hour- glals ſtands 

| „ And | 


n 
And now, cold and lifeleſs expos'd for the view, 
In the very ſame cart that he yeſterday drew, 
While a pitying croud his ſad relicts ſurround, 
The high mettled racer is fold for the hounds. 


s O N G. 
BEAUTIFUL SALLY. 
Sung at the Anacreontic Society, 


OE E the Park throng'd with coaches, the Noble: 
„ V 
Jo view the dear angel, her ruin's begun; 5 

Princes, dukes, lords, and bankers, are firſt in the 
7 train, „„ 8 
In raptures they ogle, as yet, but in vain: 
And fee the old letcher with rheum in his eyes, 
Scarce able to crawl bidding high for the prize; 
Whilſt rakes, bawds and panders are hunting her 
| down, | 1 5 
The beautiful Sally's firſt known on the town. 


_ Each gallant adorer's with phrenzy oppreſt, 

Leſt the by ſome other ſhould firlt be poſleſs'd ; 
Tho' all the ſame victim with ardour purſue, 
Yet by rank or by gold one obtains the kind view ; 
Fond dreams of ambition her virtue aſſails, 
Till her noble deceiver by words ſoon prevails, 
In ſplendour now rolling, in chariot and four, 
The beautiful Sally no higher can ſoar. 


1 

But at length the grand rake is cloy'd with his 
Miſs, 

No longer dear Sally's the fountain of bliſs; 
Whole nights the dear angel muſt paſs all alone, 
To mourn the frail hour, ſhe ne er can atone : 
Her glaring attendants in ſplendour no more, 
She now feels ſuch pangs as ſhe nc'er felt before, 
No proviſion ſhe's made and her purſe growing lets, 


The beautiful Sally firſt taſtes her diſtreſs! 55 


Perhaps fickle fortune the ſcene now may ſhift. 
And, e'er ſhe's quite common, may give her a lift 
Her firſt {ad reflection ſhe now ſeeks to drown, 

By flying to picaſure's extravagant round : 

Balls, plays, maiquerades, and all places of ſport ; 
_ Wherever the ton goes, ſhe's ſure to reſort: 
When no longer weak art her charms can replace, 
The beautiful Sally's a wreck at King's-Place. 


Awhile here ſhe ſtays *till all feeling is dead, 

Grown callous to ſhame, muſt now drudyge for her 

F | | 

Thro' bitter abuſes, cold hungry, and dry, 

The long tedious winter the ftreets the mult ply : 

And if ſome kind chance throws a crown in her 
*  , 


The watchman and juſtice comes in for their pay; 

Or elſe from the round-houle to bridewell ſhe's 
-- lent; - . . 

Where beautiful Sally may ſtarve to repent, 


Now 


1 


Now worn with diſeaſes ſhe draws faſt to her end, 
Quite rotten ſhe crawls to the Lock, her laſt friend; 
Where a crowd of pale filters her fame do record, 
Till her birth, life, and keepers, reſound thre' each 


ward : 


While drench'd, rubb'd, and phyfic'd all loathſome 


ſhe lies, 


Polluted and feeble, he now ſcarcely sehs; 
Forgotten at thirty, ſhe welcomes grim death, 
The beautiful Ou. thus i up her breath. 


+ 0 N G 
THE GLUTTON. 


_ ENTLY ſtir and blow the fire, 


Dres i it quickly I deſire, 

In the dripping put a toaſt : 
That I hunger may remove, 
Mutton 15 the meat I love. 


On the dreſſer ſee it lye, 

Oh! the charming white and red ! 
Finer meat ne'er met my eve, 
On the ſweeteſt grais it fed: 

Let the jack go fwittly round, 


- Let me have it nicely brown 4. 


On the table ſpread the cloth, 

Let the knives be ſharp and clean; 
Pickles get and ſallad both, 

Let them each be freſh and green; 

With ſmall beer, good ale and wine, 
Oh! ye Gods! how I ſhall dine. 


Lay the mutton down to roait ; 


— ————— 
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Sung by Drs, Wells, in the Agrerable Surprize. 


The fair was over—night was come, 


T3933 ] 


N. 


THE CHARMING FELLOW, 


ORD, what care I for mam or dad, 
Why let them ſcold and bellow ; 
For while I live I'il-love my lad, 


He's ſuch a charming fellow. 


The laſt fair-day on yonder green, 
The youth he danc'd fo well O; 
So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, 

As my tweet charming fellow. 


The lad was ſomewhat mellow; 


Says he, my dear, I'll ſee you home! 


4 thank'd the charming fellew, 


We tradg'd along, the moon 3 bright, 
Savs he my ſweeteſt Nello, 


III kiſs you here by this good light, 


Lord what a charming tellow ! l 


You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtop' 41 my breath, 
Ye bells, ring out my knello; 

Again I'd die ſo tweet a death, 
With ſuch a charming fellow. 


E 


— = 
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THE GENERAL TOAST. 
Sung in the School for Scandal. 


ERE's to the maid of baſhtul fifte-n, 
Likewiſe to the widow of tifty; _ 
Here's to the bold and extravagant queany 
And here's to the hoaſewiie that's turitty: 
Let the toaſt pals, | 
| Drink to the lats, 
J warrant ſhe'll prove an excule for the plaſs, 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimple ; We prize, 


And like iſe to her that has now, in; 
Here's to tae maid with a pair or bluc eyes, 
Aud here's to her that's but one, ir: 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, 
And to her that's as brown as a verry ; 


And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 


And here's to the girl that is merry, 
Let the toalt paſs, &c. 


Let her be alumſy, or let her be ſlim, 
Young or ancient I care not a feather; 

So fill the pint bumper quite up to the brim, 
And e en let us toaſt them together. 


Let che toalt Pals, &c. 


— — — — — 


„„ 
$ 6 N 6. 
THE FISHMON GER. 
gar by Mr. e. 


IN CE you're a ſweet ſoul, and a delicate maid, 
A fiſhmonger ſurely ſhould not be betray'd ; 
Likea crab you go backwards, while I'm freih and 
crimp, 


And tho' big as a ſalmon, you treat me like ſirimp. 


My mind in good fortune, contented to hug, 

As the lady in the lobſter I thought myſelf inug ; 
But ſuch a rebuff, like a twenty four pounder, 
Knocks me Grad as a ien and flat as a flounder: 


BRIDEWELL'S WELCOME. 


Sung . Mr. Edauin, 


E Scamps, ye Pads, ye Dir ers and all upon 
the lay, 

In Tothill-Fields gay ſheep walk, like lambs ye 

| ſport and play; 

Rait!'s ing up your darbies, come hither at my call, 


I'm jigger Dubber here and vou! re welcome to. 


Mull Doll. 
E 2 


With my tow row, "OY | 
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At vour in{urance-office the flats you'1 ve taken in, 


The game you've play'd, my kiddy, you. re always 
ſure to win; 


| Firſt you touch the ſthiners— the number up— you 


break, 
With your inſuring policy, I'd not inſure your neck. 
With my tow row, Oc. 


The French, wick trotters nimble, could fly from 
Engith blows, | 

And they've got nimble daddles, as Monſieur 
plainly ſhews : 

Be thus the foes of Brita bang'd, ay, — away 
Monfieur, 

The _ you're beating now, will make your 

| | wlitaire. : 


My peepers, who've we here now, why thi: is ſure 
Black Moll, 

My Ma'am you're of the fair 5 {0 welcome to 
Mill Doll; 


The cull with you, who'd venture into a ſnoozing 
ken, | 


Like Blackamoor Othello, ſhould put out the light, 


and then 


J think, my Faſhy coackmun, that you'll take bet- 
ter Care, ; 

Not for a little bub come tlie Nang upon your fare 

Your jazy pays the garniſh, uct; the fees you tip, 

Ino' you're a flaſhy coach? 1's here. the _ pes 
held tle W. hip. 


1 


n on ee . 


We're Scamps, we're Pads, we're Divers, we're 
all upon the la 
In Tathill-Fields gay ſheep-walk, like lambs we 
ſport and play 3 . | 
Ratt'ling up our darbies, we're hither at yoar call, 


You are Jig ger Du! her here and we're forced tor 
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s Oo N 6. | 
THE CAXON, | — F 
AB n ; * 
„ ARBERS, I have loſt my wig! 


Have Jou teen my caxon ? 
(Pride of ev'ry empty prig) 
'Twas made by Jemmy Jackſon : : 
I for it my hair forſook, 
Whole colour was a flaxen ; 
Ahl woe is me, how fad I look 7 
Since | have loſt my caxon. 


Jemmy I muſt ne'er ſee more 
Till my wig's returning! 
He caution'd me, aye o'er 1 o'er, 
Gainſt loſing and 'gainſt 3 ! 
Whither is my caxon tofs'd? 
| Barbers tell me quickly —— 
- Ah! me! perhaps? tis ever loſt, 
Examine eber ſo ſtrictly. 


$ 0 N 
THE CONTRAST. 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


0 U, my ſpruce little Matthew, lov'd fun, a 

| „ 

You was pleas'd with high fun, L with fun that was 

high; | | 

In frolick, ] 1 grant, you were ever my brother ; 3 

I'll give you two portraits, mine one, your's the 
other: 

Now tis your's, brother Mat, whoſe preſentment” 8 
1 

Pray, look on this 3 lere, then look on this. 


I was jove of the table, and king of the faree, 

A good brazen front, and an eye juit like Mars; 
Jo command a full bumper, or threaten a fine, 
When any fly ſneaker was fick of his Wine: | 
And, next day, when in town I had taken my fill, 
Kiis'd a heavenly laſs upon gay Richmond hill. 


Such a queer combination, with no form indeed, 

So fond of the grape and fo wicked a weed! | 

Jolly Bacchus grew proud of my wine bibbing 

throttle, 

And the God {et his ſeal upon me like a bottle: 

As King of full bumpers, old longs, whoops and 

8 0 halloo's | 
"This was your friend Roger—now look you what 
follows, 


19 
Uere is my iriend Matthew, _=_ mildew'd znq 
mouldy, 
Falls ort of his brother in all that I told you ; 
And each hearty fellow, my bouts when recounting, 
N ill point at this Moor, with his pint of poor 
mountain; 
Crying, what lad of judgment would itep from ihe 
| 85 


Ot quaffing with this man, to tipple with this, 
fo ———— — 
O N G. 
LANDLADY CASEY. 
Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, in F ontainblegz, 


HE Britiſh lion is my ſign, 
A roaring trade I drive on; 
Right Engliſh ulage—neat French wine 
A landlady may thrive on : 

At table d'hotte to eat and drink, 
Let french and engliſh mingle; 
And while to me they tip the chink, 

Faith, let the glaſſes jingle, 
Your rhino rattle, 
Come men and cattle, 
Come all to Mrs. Caſey : 
Ot trouble and money, 
My jewel my honey, 
11 ['1! make you eaſy, 


or When 


* 
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Wen dre and ſeated in my bar, 
Lert ſquire, or beau, or belle come; 

Let Captains aſs me + they dare, 
It's fir, your Kkindly welcome! 

On ihutfle, cog, and ip, I wing, 
Let rooks and piageons mingle ; . 

And if to me they bring the ckigk, 
Faith, let the glafles jingle. | 

Four rhino, Oe. 


Let love ly here on ken winge, 

His tricks J till connive at 5 

The lover who would {ay ſoft things, 
Shall have a room in private: 

Oa pleaſure I am pleas 0 to Wink. 
So lips in kiſles mingle; 

For while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith let the glaſſes jingle. 


Hour . Je. 


THE WONDERFUL OLD MAN. 


. E RE was an old maa, and d 5 it's not 
common, 
Vet if he ſaid true, he was . of 2 woman; 
And tho? it's incredible, yet I've b en told, 
He was once a mere infant, but age mace him old, 
Age made him old, age made him old, 
He was once a mee infant, but age made him old, 


Wh henc'er 


1 


Whene'er he was hungry he long'd for ſome meat, 
And if ne could get ut, *twas ſaid he would eat; 
When thirity, he'd drink, it Jou gave him a pat 
Aud his liquor molt commonly ran down his throat. 


He ſeldom or never could * without light, 
And vet I've been told he could hear inthe night 
He has oit been awake in the day-time ? its ſaid, 
And has tallen aſleep as he lay in his bed. 


"Vis reported his tongue always mov'd when he 
talk” d, 
And he ſtirr'd both his arms and | nis leggs when be 
. alk "q : 


And his gait was fo odd, had you ſeen him, you 4 


burit, 
For one leg or other would a:ways be firſt, 


His face was the oddeſt that ever was ſeen, 

For if *twas not wafli'd it was ſeldom quite clean, 

He ſhew'd moſt his teeth when he ha ppen'd to grin, 
And his mouth food acrois twixt is nic and ha 

| chin. 


When this whimfical chap bad a river to paſa, 
If he could not get ver, he Mond Hay where he 
was ; 
is faid he ne'er ventur'd to qui t the dry ground, 


et ſo great was S ys luck tat ne never Was drown'd. 


E : Among 


— 


I #1 
Among other ſtrange things that befel this good 
yoeman, 
tle was married, poor ſoul, and Eis wife was a 
woman; | 
And unleſs by that liar, Miſs Fame, we're e beguil'd, 
We may roundly atirm he was never with child. 


Ec laſt he fell fick as old Chronicles tell, 

And then, as folks ſay, he was not very well; 

But what 15 more ſtrange, in ſo weak a condition, 
As he could not © give tees, he could get no phyſician. 


What wonder he died—yet, 'tis faid: that his death 
Wa: occution'd at laſt by the want of his breath: 
But peace to his bones, wiuch 1n athes now dee; 
Had he * a day EE he had been a day older. 

| D * C APO. 


3 O N.. 
THE WONDERFUL OLD WOMAN, 
Being an Anſwer to the Wonderful Old Mau. 


OINCE a wonderful man I find is quite common, 
A wonderful tale I'll relate of a woman; 
When a child, ſhe was counted an infant, 'tis hinted, 
And Was always belt pleas'd when the ſeem'd mol: 
| * contented, | 2” | 
| Her 


74. V3; 1 
Her form was moſt ſtrange, for, as it is told us, 


She was born with a head that was plac'd on her 
thoulders ; 


She could ſee with her eyes, with her tongue ſhe 


could talk, 


And her legs always mov'd when ſhe happep'd #0 


walk. 


When ſhe found herſelf cold, ſhe would often deſire, 
(So cunning was the) to be plac'd by the fire; 

It me found it too hot (it is true what I ſay) 

So great was her tente,-the would move quite away. 


Old maxims ſhe had in great ſtore in her mind, 
And knew when ſhe went ſirſt the was never behind; 
It is odd, you will ſay, but 'twas certainly ſo, 
Nothing troubled her mind but misfortunes and 
Woe. | | 


In.the morning ſhe always got up when ſhe roſe, 
Nor ever look'd naked when cover'd with cloaths ; 
She'd an arm to each leg, and {range to relate, 
She had fingers and toes to her hands and her teet. 


Having pats'd through this life in a manner un“ 
, Oman, . --- | | 

When dead ſhe was ſilent altho' an old woman; 

But the ftrangeit event happen'd after her death, 


Jo the grave the was carry'd aud quite out of breath, 


14% on 
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3 N 8. 
THE WEDDING DAY. 


Sung by Miſs Decamp. 


E T me entreat, entreat you to comply, 
I'm ſure by your looks you cannot long deny; 
Kind Sir, we beg you'll deign to ſtay, 
To hail with glee our wedding-day ; 
All on the green with garlands freſh and fair, 
Oh! what delights, would you our paſtimes mare? 2 | 
With dance and ſong, es. | 
We' Il join the throng, | 
And baniſh ev'ry care | 


For ſuch a theme, 

Tho” yeung | leem, 

Yet ſing l may 

One tender lay, 
Oh! love, oh! gentleſt pow'r 
Smile on the wedding hour. 


You ſee, dear father, tho* young I can pleaſe, 
The pilgrim will tay, I have won him with eaſe, 
Ves, yes, I am ſure he can't ſay nay, 
We all ſhall keep this holiday: 
Then on the green, your pleaſure to enhance, 
If you'll but think for Julie to er, 
Altho' not yet, 
So tali as Laurette, 
I think you'll own 1 can dance, 
With ſprightly ſtep, 
I'll bound, I'l] leap, 
And ing all day 
That happy lay, 
On! love, oh! gentleſt pow'r, 
© an the wedding hour. 


k 
THE ROAST BEEF OF OLD ENGLAND. 
A CANTATA. 


RECITATIVE. 


IA WAS at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
(Where ſad deſpair and famine I 


dwells) 


A meagre Frenchman, Madame Granſire's cook, 


As home he ſteer'd, his carcaic that way tock : 


Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir-loin, 


On which in vain he oft had with'd to dine. 


Good father Dominic by chance came by, 


With roly gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 


Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 


Flis benediction on it he beſtow'd: 
And as the ſolid fat his fingers prets'd, 
He lick'd his chope and thus the Knight addreſs'd, 


4 1 4 
{ 4 I:welp Laſi to a Friar came, Sc. 


O rare roaſt heef ! lov'd by ail mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 

Wien dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, 
Not all thy country's force combin'd 

Should from my fury ſave thee, 


Renown'd 


n 

3t 
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Nenown'd Sir-loin, okt' times decreed, | 
Ine theme of Englith ballad, 
On thee &en Kings have deign'd to feed, | 
Uniznown to Frenchman's palate : | | 
Ten how much doth thy taite exceed, 
Soup-meagre, frog, and ſallad. 


KRECITATIVE, 


A half-ſtarv'd foldier, Mirtleſs, pale, and lean, 

Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen, | 
Like Carrick's frighted Hamlet gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food: 
| His morning's mels forſook (the friendly bowl) 

And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ftole ; 
He heav'd a figh, which gave his heart relief, 
And thus, in plaintive tone, declar'd his grief. 


{ Foot's Minuet.} _ 


; \h, ſacre Die! vat do I ſee yonder, 

| Dat look fo tempting red and white? 

Be gar it is the roaſt beef of Lontree, 
| Oh! grant to me van letal bite. 


| But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
ig And cruel fate dis boon denies ; 

| Ia kind compaſſion to my pleading, 

i | Return and let me feaſt mine eyes. 


RECITATIVE: 


„ 


RECITATIVE. 


His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
(Whole brazen front his country did betr. av) 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had thither fled, 
By honelt means to gain a daily bread: 
Soon as the well-known proſpect he deicry'd 
In blubb'ring accents le ful! y he cried, 


AI R. 
Ellen a Rouen.) 


_ Eweet beef, that row cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, _ 
Sweet beef that now cauſes my ftomach ro riſe; 
So taking thy fight is, 
My Joy chat fo light 1 13, 
To view thee, by pallfulls run out of my eyes. 


While here! remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
While here | remain my life's not worth a tarthing ; - 
Ah! hard hearted Loui, 
Why did I come to you? 


The gallows more kind would have ford me from 
farving. 


RECITATIVE. 


Upon the ground, hard by, poor Sawney "RE 
Who ted his noſe and ſeratch d his ruddy N : 


* 


„ 
But when Old England's bulwark he eſpied, 
His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown afide: 
With lifted hands he bleſt his native place, 
Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe. 


. 
be Brom Ccaudentncabs } 


How hard, oh! Sawney is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blithe of late; | 

To fee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is io we at. 


O the leef! the benny, Lenny beef, 
ben reafted nice and brown 
"_ { had a ſie of thee, 


Heu feet it ww; ld gang doxvon. 


Ab, Charley! had thou ne'er been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me ; 

I would the de'el had pick'd mine eyn, 
E'er 1 had gang'd wi' thee, | 

O the hee, Ac. 


wan eee 


But ſee, my Muſe to England takes her fight, | 
Where health and plenty focially unite ; | | 


Where ſmiling treedom guards great George's 8 


| throne, 

And whips, and chains, and tortures are not known: 
Tho” Britain's fame in loftier {trains ſhould ring 
In ruſtic fable give me leave to ting. 

| AIR, 


WD 


A 3: ihe ® 


A; once on a time, a young frog, pert and vam, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted his ſize he could quickly attain, 


O ihe raft ! ef of Old England, 
And O the Old Englijh roaſt beef. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mamma, who ſtood by, like a knowing old dame, 
Cried, fon to ar & it you're iurely to blame. 

O the roaſt beef, Cc. 


But, deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt, 
An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 


Till ſwelling and ſtraining too hard, made him burſt, 
O the roaſt Leef,, Ce. 


Then e be valiant, the moral is clear; 
The Ox is Old England, the Frog is Moniteur, 
Whole puſts and bi we need never fear. 


O :he roaſt lee, Te. 


For while by our commerce and arts we are able, 
To lee the Sir-loin {mo aking hot oa the table, 
The French may e'ea boaſt like tae frog in the 


"oe. 
O the reaff leef, Oe. 


SONG. 


BE MERRY AND WISE, 


oO be merry and wiſe is a proverb of old, 


But a maxim fo good can't too often be told: 
Then attend to my ſong, nor my councH deſpite, 


For I mean to be merry but merry and wile, 


Ye bucks, who, when toping, ſuch raptures expreſs, 
And yet the next day's diſmal proofs of excels ; 
Avoid all extremes, and mark well my advice, 
Tis to drink and be merry— but merry and, wiſe, 


In women all lovely is center'd ; each bliſs, 

But let prudence give ſanction, 'twill ſweeten the 
"mb 3 Ns | | 

If not beauty or folly your ſenſes ſurpriſe, 

You may kiſs and be merry—but merry and wile, 


Then ye topers and rakes, who would lead happy 


lives, | 


All exceſſes avoid, and chooſe modeſt wives; 
_ While prudence preſies, it is thus I adviſe, 


Love, drink and be merry—but merry and wile. 


1 


Ss. 0 N 8. 
TME JOLLY SAILOR. 


Jon, Jack Tar, but a little while ſince, 
A As drunk as a beggar, as bold as a prince; 
Fell foul of an ale-liouſe and thought it a {in 
Jo pais without calling, ſo went roaring in. 


Derry daun, Oc. 


He fearce had fat down, when the landlord came by 
With pudding and beef which attracted his eye; 


From the maſt head a fail—Jack leapt from his 


| lace, 
And grat ping his cudgel gave orders for chace. 


Derry down, Oe. | 


Now it happen'd together ten F renchmen were met, 

Reſolving toup-meatlgre and trogs to forget; 

Convinc'd of their error, they'd order'd a feaſt, 

To be rs and ſerv'd up in the true Engliſh taſte. 
Derry ws, Se. 


At the heels of the landlord Tack quickly appears, 
And made the room echo with three Britiſh cheers; 
Then ſat himſelf down without any debate, 
And whipt his old chew on his next neighbour's 
Fo: | 


Derry daun, Oc. 
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No ſooner was Jack thus poſſeſs' d of a place, 


Than thinking it needleſs to wait for the grace; 


In ſpite of their whiſpers, the ſtout Englith thief 
Firit grappled the pudding then boarded the beef. 
Derry d, wn, Tec, 


Now nothing cculd equal the Frenchmens ſurpriſe, 


They ſhrunk up their ſhoulders and Rar'd with their 


eyes; 


From one went a hah ! from another a hem! 


They look d at the landlord, the landlord at them. 
Derry «own, Sc, 


One more bold than the reft, by his brethren's advice, 


Made a ineaking attempt to come in for a flice ; 

But Jack cut his fingers and gave him a check, 

Crying cown with your arms or 1')1 foon clear the 
deck. 


Derry daun, 2 c. 


At length to revenge all the Frenchmen unite, 
Each fiez'd on his Knife and prepar'd for a fight; 
Of quarters, ſays Jack, I wouid have you not think, 
So ſtrike, you ioup-bibbers, Rrike, ſtrike, or you fink. 
Derry down, Oc. 


The landlord beholding, approach d from afar, 
And, ſneaking behind, ſiez'd the hands of the tar; 
I've got him, days he, but he ſcarce could {ay more, 
E'er he found his dull pate where his heels were 
| before. 


Derry Sewn, Se. 


* 
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Then, frowning, Jack flouriſh'd his truſty old lick, 


And lay on his Droadſides fo faſt and fo thick — 

He ſo well play'd his part, in a minute, that four 

Lay tprawling — with their hoſt, on the floor. 
Dievs daun, Oc. 


The reſt, being diſmay'd at their countrymen's fate, 


Each fearing Jack's ſtick ſhould alight on his pate; 
Soon yielded him victor and lord of the main, 
Wich humble entreaty to bury their flain 


Derry d.wn, Tec. 


To which he conſented, but order'd that they, 
For the beef, and the pudding, and porter ſhould pay; 
So ſay ing he ſtay ger d away to his wench, 


Still whooping and crying, down, down with the 
| French. 


Derry Gown, Ee. 


A HUNTING $SONG, 


RECITATIVE.:. 


EI E whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing i 


dawn, | 

PE ie thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note J 
Loud fings the blackbird thro? reſounding groves, 
And the lark ſoars to nicet the riſing lun. 


AIR. 
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Away, to the copſe, lead away, 

And now, my boys, throw off the hounds ; 
I'll warrant he ſhews us ſome play, 

See yonder he ſkulls thro” the grounds. 


Then ſpur your briſk courſers and lmoke em my 
bloods, 
Ts a delicate, ſcent- lying morn ; 
What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds and the horn. 


Each carth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find; | 
So he breaks it and ſcours amain, 
And leaves us a diſtance behind. 


O'er rocks, o'er rivers, and o'er hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn; 

Stout Keynard we'll follow until that he die, 
Cheer up the gun dogs with the horn. 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro? the dale, 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue; 3 
His ſpeed can no longer avail, 
Nor his life can his cunning prolong. 


From our diner and fleet pack twas in vain that 
he fled, 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd and . 
The farmers with pleature behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the found of the horn. | 


181 
. 
THE MERRY DANCE. 
Sung by Miſs Romanzini. 
HE merry dance I dearly love, 


For then, Collette, thy hand 1 ſieze; 


And preſs it too whene're | pleaſe, 
And none can fee and none reprove : 
Then on thy cheek quick bluthes glow, 
And then we whiſper ſoft and low, 
Ah! how ] grieve, ah! how I grieve, 
I grieve, you ne'er her charms can Know. 


She's ſweet fifteen, I'm one year more, 
Vet ſtill we are too young they lay, 
But we know better ſure than they; 

Youth ſhould not liſten to tchreeſcore: 

And I'm reſolv'd to tell her fo, 
When next we whiſper ſoft and low, 
Oh! how I grieve, oh! how I grieve, 
1 grieve, you ne'er her charms can know. 


n — | 
. 
THE BOTTLE AND LASS, 


Sung by Mr. t. 


NE day as I fat with a bl looming young laſs, 


O In came jolly Bacchus the roſy tac'd god ; 
In came, &. 


Ile 
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He held out his hand and he gave me a glaſs, 
I tofs'd it of quickly and gave him a nod: 

Said he, jolly mortal, ſince life's but a ſpan, 

Enjoy both your bottle and lals while you can, 


He ſat himſelf down and call'd for a tun, 


A tun of good wine, it was ſpark'ling Cham- 


paigne, 


And al I thould drink while the liguor would 


run, 

Fe fill'd, and I drank, and he fill'd it again: 
And ſaid, jolly mortal, ſince life's but a ſpan, 
Enjoy botn your bottle and laſs while you can. 


He order'd again the ſame as before, 
And laughing, ſaid prithee boy have t'other bout; 
He ſaid, fon drink he arty, I ve plenty in ſtore, 
Good father, faid I, III e'en fee it out: 
Said he bravo, bravo, fince life's but a ſpan, 
Enjo) both your bottle and lats while you can. 


What Bacchus has taught ſhall ne'er be forgot, | 
As long as I've breath for to tope a full glaſs ; 
And may Toly wine be for ever my lot, 
A hearty good friend and a comely young lals ; 
For ſrace | am certain that life's but a ſpan, 
Pil drink and be merry as long as 1 can. 


E ä — 
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THE COUNTRY WEDDING. 


OME haſte to the wedding, ye friends and ye 
neighbours, 
Ihe lovers their bliſs can no longer delay: 
Forget all your ſorrows, your cares, and your labors, 
And let every heart beat with rapture to-day : 
Come, come, one and all, 
Attend to my call, 
And. revel in pleaſures that never can cloy ! 
Come tice | 
Rural Felicity, 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy. 


Let envy and pride, let hate and ambition, 
Scl crow'd to and bias the breaſts of the great; 
To tuch wretched pathons we give no admittion, 
But leave them alone to the wiſe ones of {tare : : 
We boait of no wealth, 
But contentment and health, 
In mirth and in friendſhip our moments em- 
ploy : 
Cert, Se. 


With reaſon we taſte of each heart- ſtirring plea- 
ſure, | 
With reaſon we drink of the full 1 bowl ; 
Are jocund and gay, but all within meature, 
For fatal exceſs but enſlaves the free ſoul : 
Come, come, at our bidding, 
Io this happy wedding, 
No care mall obtrude their own bliſs to a! hag: 
SY | Conc 6. 


PPP 


THE SEX VAN T's DISASTER. 


Gag by Mr Edæuin. 


” A worſe than poor debtors, coop'd upin chats 
cages, 
Board wages I had, now bare boards are my wages ; 3 
Jo get into bad bread ſure I had no call, fir, | 
But bad bread is better than no > bread at all, fir! 
| W 
Sell, fr; 
No bread at all, ſir— oh! 


Oh had [ a wife, tho' half tarv'd like your humble, 
There's ſome conlolation 3 in ſomething to mumble ; 
Yet I'm married, tho” iingle—l tell you no fibs, fir, 

Here, look at my wailtcoat—L' m nothing but ribs, 

fir! | 

Fibs, fir, | [8 

Ribs, fir, „ 

Nothing but ribs, fir—ob ! | 


Was ever poor ſervant i in ſuch a diſaſter? 
I'm maſter d by ſtarving, and ſtarv'd by my maſter; 
I'm in a ſad taking — with nothing to take, ſir, 
I'd Rake all I'm worth to be worth a beet teak, fir! 
| Take, fir, -  B 
Steak, fir, | * 


8ONG, 


"Toms a beef ſteak, ten 


1 
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PLEASURES OF THE NIGHT» 
Sung in Comus. 


| Y dimpled brook and fountain brim, 

B The wood nymph deck'd with daſies trim, 
The merry, merry wakes and paſtimes keep, 
What has night to do with ſleep? 


Night has better fveets to prove, 
Venus awakes and wakens love ; 
Come, let us our ritcs begin, 

Tis only day-light that makes lin. 


S QO . 
THE MIDDLING WAY, 


FARM and wanton one night by her huſ- 
band's dull ſide, 
A withing wife, ſizhing, began thus to chide ; : 
Tis hard, my dear] ack, that from me you ſhould ſtray, 
Be contented at home in the midd ing way, 
Der rry down, Cc. 


What abroad can you find that you have not at 
home f 
Jack heard her, but ſlily refoly'd to be mum: 
She pull'd kim, the pinch'd him, and cry'd out, 
John pray 
Do not fleep now, my dear, for tis out of the way. 
F 2 Derry —⁰ Sc. 


10 ] 
With a yawn, Jack he cries, wife what is't you 
want? 
I'll do all I can if my all will content: 
Vour all, my dear Jack, is all you can ſay, 
Or all that 1 want in the middling way. 


" Derry doaon, Se. 


To they he began, but began in a hurry, 


Which, like poor Hans Carvel, put Ma'am in a 


fury; 

Says ſhe, | perceive you don't mind what I fay, 

Lord, Jack, pray hold till, for you're out of the 
way. 


Derry down, Oc. 


Why, 1 hate to be tantaliz'd, Jack and you know it, 


If you ve any love for me, now pray my dear, ſhew 
| It 3 


Jack obey 24 the direction, till all ſhe could ſay 
Was, now you are pimp 1 in the middling way, 


Derry decun, Sc. 


I've ſung you a has in the middling ways 

My finging is poor 1 ſuppole you will ſay; - 

Yet fo fond I'm of finging, my mule next extends, 
To ang or ſay nothing of t'other two ends. 


Derry do wn, Tc, 


Which end is the beſt, and which moit can prevail, 


As for ſhips, birds, and iſt, they are ſteer'd by the > 


tail ; 
And altho' man and wife for the head may contend, 


They're both dexter pleas'd when they get t other 
end. 


* 


Derry, down, Se. 
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The end of our miſtes, the end of our wires, 

The end of our loves, and the end of our lives ; 

The end of connection "twixt miſtreſs a male, 
Tho! the head does defign, has its end ine th 


© 4 


Derry es Es 


More ends I could name, but theſe are the b elt, 
No end I ſhould gain in recounting the ref 

et one | will ad: 1, which you cannot th ak wrong, 
And that is to make here an end of my ſong 


Derry daun, ©. 


. 
GOOD HUMOUR AND WIT, 


NE ev'ning good-humour took wit as u 
gueſt, 


Reſolv'd to indulge in a ſenũble feaſt; 

Their liquor was claret, and friendſhip their hoſt, 

And mirth, ſong, and ſentiment 8 d cach 
ey toaſt, 


Derry dean, 2 "Pp 


But while, like true bucks, they enjoy their deſign, 
For the joy of a buck lies in love, wit, and wine; 
Alarm'd! they all heard at the door a loud knock, 
And the watchman hoarſe bellow'd, twas paſt 
twelve o'clock. 


F 3. 2 Derry down, Ofc. 


| 

{ 

| 

| 

| 
| 

| 
| 
| 
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They nimbly ran down, the diſturbing dog found, 
And up ſtair they dragg'd the impertinent hound; 
When brought to the light, how much were they 
pleas d, 3 55 
To ſee 'twas the grey glutton, Time, they had ſeiz'd. 
5 5 Derry denon, Oe. 


His glaſs as his lanthorn, his ſcythe as his pole, 
And his ſingle lock dangled adown his fmcoth 
- {cull :; 


My friend, quoth he, coughing, thought fit to 


KnOCK, | . 
And bid ye be gone, for dis pail twelve o'clock. 


Derry gown, Cc. 


Says the venom'd tooth ſavage, on this advice fix, 
'I'no' nature {trikes twelve, tolly ſtill points to fix ; 


tle longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd bear 


"= | 
So hid him at once in a hogſhead of claret. 
| 2 | Derry down, Te. 


This is right, call'd out wit, while your yet in your 


rime, 55 1 
There's nothing like claret for killing of Time : 
H:.z2a, reply'd Love, now no more can he knock, 
Or, impertiaent, tell us, tis paſt twelve o'clock. 
Fu 1 5 Derry down, Oc. 


Since Time is confin'd to our wine, let us think, 


By this maxim we're ſure of our Time when we 


erink'; - | | 


With bumpers, my lads, let our glaſſes be prim'd, 
Now we're certain our drinking is always well tim'd. 


Derry down, Ec. 


— 


8 * . 


i 


—- 


— 


i 
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6 G N G. 
THE SWEETHEART. 


Tune Derry down. 


INCE the world is fo old and the times ate 
= ſo new, 

And every thing talk'd of except what is true; 
Among other ſtories my fable may paſs, 

Of four or five ſweethearts who courted a las. 
Derry down, Tec. 


The firſt waz from France, a la-mode de Paris, 
All faſhion, all feather, bien Monſteur poudre ; 
He bow'd, he took ſnuff, cut a caper, and then 


He bow'd, Cut a e and took ſnuff again. 


Derry do zun, Se. 


A Dutchman advanc'd,—when the lady he ſaw, 

He dropp'd down his pipe und he blubber'd out 
yvaw; 

With hands hid in pocket, and unpolen'd! deer, 

As frogs ling in courtſhip, fo croak'd out Miynheer, 
| Derry dt wn, Sc. 


From Connaught, itſelf, another bean came, 
Nlacfinnin NI tegragu Ballinbrough was his name; 


He bow'd to the lats, and he tar” 4 at Montear, 
| Clapp' d his hand oa his word, and lad, Ab! a! ral 


my dear 4 
F 4 Derry down, ec. 


04 J 
The next a meſs John, of rank methodiſt taint, 
Who thought like a ſinner, but look'd like a faint, 
Clos'd hands, twirl'd his thumbs, moving muc{le 
his face 
Then turn'd up his eyes as about to ſay grace. 
| Derry down, Oc. 


A neat Englith files i in holiday trim, 

Who had long lov'd the. laſs, and the la's had! loy'd 
him, 

Athwart them all kept, mh arm toſs'd is f iviceh, 


Squar'd his hat, op'd his pouch, gave his trowſers a 


hitch, 
Derry down, 2 c. 


He en 40 her fell, and he et on board, 
She ſtruck the firſt broadlide of kifſes he pour'd ; 
Then he tow'd her to church, and as to the reſt, 
What afterwards tollow'd 1s ealily guels'd 

* down; Ge. c. 


THE UPS AND DOWNS, 
* 5 M. Equin. 


| 7 ups and EXON we « d fee 
Examples, moſt {urprizing z, 
The high and low, of each degree, 
Now, talling, and now ring 


i 
1 


1 
4 
4 


1 
Some up, ſome down; ſome in ſome out; 
Some neither one nor t' other: | 
Knaves, Fools, Jews, Gentiles, join the rout, 
And joſtle one another. 
With my heigho! 
Gee up! gee ho! 
Higgledy piggledy, 
Truth, honour, honeſty, 
Trim tram! 
Your honeſty's ſcarce, 
Honour's grown a mere farce, 
And poor truth! baw, an obſolete whim wha. 


By ups * downs, ſome folks, they ſay 
Among grandees have got, fir; 
Who were themſelves, but yeſterday, 
The Lord knows who or what, fir : 
Sans ſenſe, or pence, in merit's chair, 
They doſe and dream ſupine-o! 
But how the devil they cane there,. — 
That neither you nor I know. 
With my Heigho, © of 


Your Country- maid comes up to town, 
A ſimple aukward body; 
In half a year again goes down, 
No Peacock half ſo gandy ! 
Lord ma'am, exclaims the Lawyer's wife, 
(With ſcandal ever ready) 
You fee the ups and downs of life 
Have made our Meg a * 


TS: With my Hrighs £7 
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Virtue and Vanity are grown 
Meer buckets in a well, ſir; 
The laſt gets up, the firſt gets down, 
As all the World can tell, fir : 
So many downs poor Virtue meets, 
Her ups fo very few, fir; | 
"Tis ſaid ſhe's naked met 1'the ſtreets, 


But that 1s nothing new, fir. 
| Wi: h my Hergho, Ge. 


Oh! what an age of ups and downs, 


Hey! ſeven's the main, my Lord thrice knocks; 


Lands, Liberties, Manors and Towns, 
Are rattling in the dice box! 8 
Up fly the fools, on ruin bent, 
_ While they are full in feather; _ 
Get pluck'd, then rumbling down are ſent, 
2 Pell- Mell all together. 


With "5 * E c. 


s O N G. 
K AND THE OLD WOMAN, 
 Tune— How, goes it Brother Jon. 


HENCE comes it, kw Dick, 

That you with youth uncommon 
Have erv'd the girls this trick, 
And wedded an old woman? 


| 
| 


Happy Dic. 


—— — — Þ 


Beauty, we Aa will fade, 


Nor can the faireſt maid 


Then wiſely you reſign 


With joy your ſpouſe ſhall ſee 
And ſhe herſelf till be 


And hence, through foul debate, | 


(207 1 
Fach belle condemns the choice 
Of a youth ſo gay and ſprightly ; 
But we, your friends, rejoice, | 
That you have Judg' d to rightly. 
Happy Dick, 


Though odd to ſome it ſounds, 

That on three ſcore you ventur'd ; 
Yet in ten thouſand pounds, 

Jen thouſand charms are center'd. 


Hatty Dick. 


As doth the ſhort liv'd flawer ; 


Inſure her bloom an hour, £5 
| | Hajpy Dici, 


For ſixty, charms fo tranſient ; 


As the curious value coin 
The more for being ancient. 


| Happy Dics. 


The fading beauties round her ; 


The ſame that firſt you fund her. 
| op Dick, 


Oſt' is the marriage ſtate 
With jealouſies attended; 


Are nuptual joys ſuſpen dem. 


_ — — 
— 


* — — — — — — . 
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©. 
But you with ſuch a wife, 
No jealous fears are under : 
She's your's alone for life, 
Or much we all ſhall wonder. . 
| Happy Dict. 


Her death would grieve you ſore 
But let not that torment you ; 
My life, ſhe'll ſee four-ſcore, 
If that will but content you. | 
5 Happy Dict. 


On this you may rely, 
For the pains you took to win her ; 
She'll ne'er in child-bed die, 
Unleſs the devil's in her. 3 
e | Happy Dich. 


Some have the name of hell, 
To matrimony given; 


How falſly you can tell, 


Wha find it — a heaven, © 
Happy Dick. 


With 3 you, each day and night _ 
Is crown'd with joy and gladneſs ; . 
While envious virgins bite 


The hated ſheets for man, 
5 Happy Dick. 


With ſpouſe long fhare the bliſs, 
Y'had miſs'd in any other; 
And when you've buried this, | 

May you have ſuch another. 
| | Happy Dic#. 


[ 199 J 
Obſerving hence by you 
In marriage ſuch decorum ; 
Our witer youths ſhall do 
As you have done before 'em. 


Happy Dic. 


S ON G. 


THROW THE STOCKING. 


Sung by Mr. Wilſon. 


'7 HEN a lover's in the wind, 
Tho” Miſs is coy, we ulways ing 

At laſt ſhe turns out wond'rous kind, 
Nor thinks a man ſo ſhocking : 

A woman's frowns are but a jeſt, 
She's angry only to be preſt, 

And then the grants her friends requeſt, 
To let them throw the ſtocking. 


While pudding-ſleeve: unites their hands, 
And fetters both in marriage bands, 
John grins, and Molly foolith 1 

To ſee the ne ighbours flock in: 

But aſter ſupper John i is led, | 
With love and liquor in his he: 4d, 0 
Tuck'd with his Molly into bed, | 


1 hen vey to throw the ſtocking ! [ 


11e -] 


The night ſoon paſt, the morning come, 
The couple looking queer and rum, 
He lays bat little, ſhe is dumb, 
Ihe chamber door unlocking : 
But Molly, who was once ſo coy, 
No longer now conceals her joy ; 
She vows all day, tor her dear boy, 
She'd trudge without a ſtocking. 


20:06. 
THE dandy of 


Sung by Mr. 3 | 


. HERE isa chambermaid lives in the South, : 


So tight, ſo light, ſo neat, ſo gay, ſo han- 
dy —0 
Her breath i is like the roſe, and the pretty little 
mouth 


Of erty little tappet is the dandy- o. 


Never could I claſp the waiſt of Sukey, Sal, or 


_— . 
Their a. ms fo red, their ugly legs ſo bandy- : 8 


But ſlim and taper is the waiſt; the neat pretty 


leg 
of pretty little ripper is the n- 


Tipper 


e- 
Ll 


* 


. 
- 


— 9 


„ 
1 


C nn} 
Tippet of the South, if ſhe gives but a ſmile, _ 
Chears the cockles of my ſkipping heart like 
brandy-o | 
Each part, each limb, each look, would any one be- 
guile, | 
But take her altogether, ſhe's the dandy- o. 


Each part, each limb, each look, would any one be- 


gulle, 


And Tippet's little total is the dandy- o. 


y—_— 


4 0: N-6. 
THE SHOULDER KNOT. 
Sung by Miſe George. 


oN tripp'd up the ſtairs by night, 
h Heigho! to Betty got; 
John tripp'd up the ſtairs by night, 
Slyly without candle light: 
Cries Bett, Who's there?“ 
„i I my dear, 
Johnny with his ſhoulder-Kknot.“ 


What did fooliſh Betty do, 
— Heigh ho! ſhe knew not what; 
What did fooliſh Betty do? 
Lifts the latch—in he flew ! 
When he kiſs'd, 
Could ſhe refit 


| Johnny with his ſhoulder-knot? 


| Madam 


t 1 
Madam Maudlin ſoon found out, 


Heigh ho! poor Betty's lot: 
Madam Maudlin ſoon found out, 


What's this, ſays ſhe, you've been about?” 


Betty cries, | 
And wipes her eyes, 
«© The deuce was 1n his ſhoulder-knot.” 


$O©O NG. 
THE BUTTER WOMAN» 
A CANTATA. 
RECITATIVE. 


FE blooming maids from Mneymoſyne ſprung, 


Inſpire my verſe, as when great Virgil ſung ; ; 


Teach me in flowing numbers to relate, 


The fate of Dobbin and his miſtreſs Kate: 


Teach me with ſympathetic woe to tell, 
What dire miſhap this ruſtic dame befel, 


A I Ro 


One morniag early in the ng, 
When laylocks they u lowing, 
When o'er the lawns the blackbirds ſing, 
And pealants they W we' re mowing. 


When 


09 au aut ——— 


ng. ] 


When nature paints the daiſy'd meac, 
With beauty”s art excelling 3 

Dame Kate got on her founder'd tced, 
And leſt the ruſtic dwelling. 


She jog'd along, replen te with care, 
And of fome matter ſcheming ; 

Summing che profit: of her ware, 
Of nought but int'reſt dreaming. 


At length 4 dame from ſilence broke, 
And thus began to ſolace: 

But tick on Dobbin laid a ſtroke, 
That he might mend his flow pace. 


Eighteen ſcore new-laid eggs I've brought, 
Some chickens hatch'd laſt Eaſter; 

My eggs I'll ſell for ten a groat, 
Each chicken for a teaſter. 


All theſe will help to buy a cow, 

If l'm not very thallow 

In time | ſhall have calves enough,. 
To voy a ae of fallow. 


Who knows, e'r long I rich may be, 
And wear the fineſt linen; 
The parſon, he, may fanc y me, 


And then vu leave of ſpinning. 
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1 know the dames will envy me, 

8 l' '] care not for their gibing ; 

. But be as proud as any ſhe, 
And wear my filks and ribbon. 


RECITATIVE. 


"I'was thus ſhe ended, when a Raven's croak, 
if She heard, deſcending from a neighbouring oak 
it | A murrain on that whoreſon croak, ſaid 3 
Wl That curſed noiſe forebodes no good to me: 
i Down Dubbin fell, and o'er his batter'd 3 | 
| Tumvles tne mighty caltle-buildiag dame; 
Her panniers break, her chickens went aſtray, 
And her maſh'd eggs beſtrew the dirty way! _ 
Sprawling ſhe lay, from head to foot beſmear'd, 
Her *kerchief torn, and her poſteriors bar'd.— 
« Sg Cloacinia, when ſhe rears her head, 
Above the ſtagnate waters putrid bed, 
«© With yellow filth of od'rate common-ſewer, 
Her matted hair and face is daub'd all o'er.” 
She heav'd a figh, which aſk d a quick relief, 
And thus in plaintive ſtrains declar'd her . 


WP 3 3 


Oh, my bones are all ſore, 
And my cloaths are all tore, 
1 never was in ſuch a pickle ; 
My belly is bare, 
And my back, I declare, 
Dame fortune is wond'rous fickle. 


Te. at ro 
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Curs'd Dobbin, 'tis you 
That'; made this to do, 
For had you ſtood firm on your legs; 
All had been well, 
I never had fell, 


But got ſafe with my chickens and egg. 
| Tol 4s rot. 


Oh, terrihie fate, 
That I who lo late 
Thought of nothing but pleaſure to to come; ; 
Should ſprawl in the road, 
All beſmear'd like a toad, 
Frcm the crown of the head tothe bum. 
| | Tol 4 76. 


on, ye gods, how I ache, 

Now I tee my miſtake, | 
Had I taken the ſure-footed mare; 3 

Left Dobbin at graſs, 

In the lane with the Aſs, 


The market I'd reach'd with my ware. | 
"Mi ol ae rol. 


Should it come to the ear, 

The neighbours would ſneer, 
The village would make me a jeſt ; 
Pray heaven none's nigh, 

My misfortune to ſpy, 

And I'll evermore act for the beſt. | 
Tol de rol. 


SONG. 


If ſingly thus, each Champion may 
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THE PALACES CF LIQUOR. 
Sang b. Mr. Edwin. 


OUR Mountain, Sack, your Frontiniac, ” 
Tokay, and te nty more, fir! | 
Your Sherry, and Perry, which make men merry, 
Are Deities I adore, fir : 
And well may Port, 
Your priile extort, 
When from his palace forth he comes, 
And glucks, and gurgles, tumes, and foams. 


O14 Rum, Arrack, and Coniac, 


Are known for men of might, ſir ; 


Nor ſhall Sir Flaſket Florence lack 


A place among my Knights, ſir: 
Don Calcavalla 

Is a noble fellow! 1 

When from, Se. 

Madeira! Monarch, him I ling, | 

And Old Hock, 101 another; 


Champaigne is my mo{t Cnriſtian King, 


And Burgundy's his brother: 
| 2 Bordeaux * 


= 


When from, Cc, 


So many laurels gather; 
Gods! what & glorious Congreſs, they, 
When all are met together ! 
When high in ſtate | 
Each Potentate, woe | 
. When from, Oc. 


[B97] 


The celebrated Dutch and German DI AL OGUE 
between Mynheer Eupharſon, and Mynkeer Van- 
flawken. 5 | 


AS I was going by de Tirteen Cantoons, dat 1s 
de place vere de va: i de Alamote Peef, 
who ſhould pe ſtand at de doors but Mynheer Yan. 
Haaren and Mynivcer Jar y,0on. Zo, Mynheer 
Fanſlawhen vas to lay te me, vat is de matter you 
nefer vas go down to de Veen's-Head, at Teſſea, to 
play de game at de Dutch Robers. Zo | zay to 
him, I never vas go dere, but I vill go tome time or 
anoders. Zo he zay to me, come now, come now, 
and pring your vite along vid you, Zo I zay to 
him, Zair, I vas got ne'er a vifes Zo he zay to 
me den I ſuppote you keep a faulker voman's—yes, 
Lair, ſays 1,—T vas keep a faulker voman's to be 
zure, Zair. Zoden he ay to me, vell, vell, pring 
your faulker voman's along vid you.—Zo ] go into 
A ewtners-Lane, I feſh mine faulker voman's and 
away ve vas go to de Veen's-Head, at Yealjea, yeſt 
Py his Majeſty's Pon-Houſe. Ven ve vas come dere, 
dere vas Mynheer FYarflawken, Mynheer Vandyſen, 
and his vifes, and his vife's broders, and Mynheer 
Hor fonicken, and his fauder and moders. Zo Myn- 
heer Yan/lawken he vas zay to me, zair, I vill play 
vid you at de Daich Robers for any monie. Zo 
avay ve vas go at it, and vile he vas look over de 
vall at de younk faulker veman's, as vas to go py—= 
Py got, zair, I vas tip all nine, four I puſh down 

mid de Eowl, and five mid doter hand.—Key, fat 
de devus ih ce matter know ? Vat you tip all nine ? 
fiys Mynher YVanſlawken,yes, Zair, ſays 1,-l vas 


tip | 
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tip all nine :—py got dat vas not fair, ſays Myn- 
| heer Vanſlawken—yes zair, ſays I, dat vas very fair. 
— Vell, vell, lays Mynheer Yanflazvken, I cou'd not 
zee, I had not eyes in mine aurie. Zo den he zay, 
he vou'd play anoder game along mid me. Zol 
p'ay anoder games — and anoder——and anoder, 
Py got 1 vas beat him every one. Zo he zay he 
vou'd play no more games, but vou'd go into de room 
behind de bar, and hafe a tankard of de ſhmilt 


beers, and baper of de ſhmoiſt tobacco. Zo in de 
mean vile my faulker woman's vas in de bar, along 


mid de roman of de houſe, and Madam Vanſlaaule n. 
Z.0de voman's of de houſe, vas zay to mine faulker 
voman's— Madam, vill you pleaſe to come and ſhit 


down by me. Zo mine faulker voman's vas ſhit 


down by de voman's of de houſe, and de voman's 
of de houſe vas ſhit down by mine faulker voman's. 
Lo de vomau's of de houſe ſhe zay to Madam Yar- 
flawken, and mine faulker voman's, ladies, vill you 


nafe a trop of a trams. Zo py got, they drink five 
or fix trams a piece, dey vas very ſoper voman's to 
be ſure. Zo inde mean time Mynheer FYanſlawken 


vas tumble into a a great diſpute, about viſh vas de 
_ greateſt man's, de Hon. Mr. Pit, or de Hon. Mr. 
Fx. Zo zay, Mr. Pitt vas a more greater man 


as he. Den Mynheer Yanflaaken tay, pſhaw, 


 pſhaw, Mr. Pitt is no more as a fooliſh young vo- 
man's, dat vas make me mad as de devils. Zo 1 
zay py got, he is no more as fooliſh young boy, ſo 
| you vas a liar for dat, den he vas come up to me, 


and gif me a develiſh dump of de eye. Zoden 


| 1go up to him, and gif him anoder dump. Zo 
den he came up to me and gift me a dump of de 


yeek, den I gif anoder dump of de yeek, away den 


ve go to it, dere vas dump for dump, and plump 
J2ͤĩ25wͤ ð ͤ m ĩͤ K 


r - 


„ 
for plump, till Mynheer Vanſlawken vas got me 
down on de floor. Zo I vas lye down on de 


floor, vat muſt I do den. Mynheer vas a great tall 
| groſs man's come ſau, and I vas a little ſpare man's 


come ſau. Zo py got a comical thought vas come 


into mine head, dat I would pite de D»/oman's note. 


Zo py got, I turn about, and pite his noſe troy and 
trov.——Donder and Blackien, zays Mynheer, 
for vat is you pite a man's roſe.—No zair, faid I 
I did nct pite your noſe. By got, ſays Mynheer 
Vanſlawken, you vas a tam'd lyar, if you fay you 


vas not pite my noſe, Zo I zay, indeed zair, I did 


not. Donder and Blackſen, you he you diet, only 
zee now yentlemens, how it was hanging dingle 


_ dangle, one one way and de oder by a little bit of 
ſkin.—Zo den all de yentlemens zay, it vas a tamt 
| ſhame dat one man ſhould pite anoder man's noſe, 


Zo one yentleman vas come and gife me a dump, 
and anoder came and gife me a dump, py got 
dey gife me ten hundred touſand dumps, and den 


kick me out of de company. Zo as | vas go down 
_ ſtairs, I zay murder! murder! Zo who ſhould come 


up but an Enelifhman, as I vas know fery vell. 


.— Zo 1 zay to him, come along mid me, here is 


Mynheer Yanſlawken zays hafe pite his noſe, — —Q 
G t d—m his plood, fays de Exgliſpmans, tell him 


he pit his own noſe his own felt ;—py got I tought 


vas very comical, dat a man ſhould pite his own 
noſe : however I know de Engliſimans vas very good 
at de dumps and de plumps, he vas bete nine or 
ten Du/bmans preſently ; I vas run in, dere! dere! 


 zaysI, Mynheer Yan/lawtken, you vas a blackguard, 


you vas a ſcoundrel and a diefsman, you ſay I vas 


pite your noſe, py got, zair, you pite your own noſe _ 


your ownſelves. — Got tam my plood, yentlemens, 
F doo per 2 ſays 


11 

fays Mynheer Vanſlawken, here is a blackguard, 
here is a ſcoundrel ! — Now yentlemens, I will be 
jug'd by ye, veder it is poſſible a man can pite his 
own noſe his ownſelves. Zo all de yentlemens 
ray no to be ſure. - But Mynheer Hcofonicken, a 
fery grafe viſe man, vas ſhiting by de fire fide, 
drinking his tankard of de ſmiltſh peer, and ſmoak- 
ing his pipe of de ſmoiſht tobacco. Yentlemens 
zays he, noding is impoſſible vid got—it got pleaſe 


a man may pite his own noſe his own ſelves.—— _ 


Zo den all de yent.emens vas fall aboard de great 
fat Duthman, and gife him ten hundred touſar d 
dumps, for pite his own note his ownſelves and lay 
it upon anoder mans. But in de mean vile, who 
ſhould come in but Mynheer Katerfelto, de comical 
Jerman, vid his black devils, py got he vas a co- 
mical mans, ſo comical, he make you tkite your 
brogenbrooks, he vas come in, O yentlemen, yen- 
_ tlemen, ſays he, vat is de realon of de damt noiſe 

and botterations. Come, come, ſhit down, zays he, 
I vill gite you a pit of a Dutch ſong. Zo den dey. 

all call filence for Mynheer Katerfelto' O long, and 
Mynheer e, he was begin. 


Vonk coop macarmus 

My moiſnet hav'en con gelt, 

Eftſoon ye vel macarma ſcope ; 
Myre gelt is out o'mine ſack alofe, 
Yonk coop macarmus 


My moiſnet ha'en con gelt. 


. SONG. 


11 
6 M 8. 


THE SANDMAN'S WEDDING. 
A cAx TATA. 
RECITATIVE, 


8 [oe the ſandman drove his noble team 
Of raw-rumy'd alles, fand-to! was his theme: 
_ Juſt as he turn'd the corner of the {tre-t, 
His dear loy'd Beſs, the bunter clianc'd to meet; 
With joy cry'd woa, did turn his quid, and ſtare, 
Firſt ſuck'd her jole, then thus addreſs'd the fair. 


. 


Forgive me if I praiſe thoſe charms, 
Thy darting eyes, lips, neck, and arms; 
Thy breaſts to Joe always appear, 

Like two ſmall hills of ſand, uy dear: 
Thy beauties, Bet, from top to toe, 
Have  ſtote the heart of ſandman Joe. 


Come wed, my dear, and let's agree, 
'Then of the gin-club you'l! be free; 
No brick-maker, or ragman's "wendy 
Dare then reproach my ; Beſs for Joe; 
For he's the kiddy, rum and queer, 
That all St, Giles's boys doth fear. 


AF" — P-ECITATIVE, 
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RECITATIVE. 


Beſs, ſwell'd with gratitude, at length reply'd, 


Muſt Joey proffer thus and be deny d? 


No, no, my joe ſhall have his heart's delight, 
And we'll be wedded e' er we ſleep this night: 
Well ſpoke, quoth Joe, no more you need to ſay, 
Gee-up, gallows, do you want any ſand to-day. 


41 . 


Joe quickly his ſand he had ſold, ſir, 
And Beſs got a baſket of rags, 
Then up to St. Giles's they ſtroll'd, fir, 

Io every bunter Beſs brags: 

Then into a gin-ſhop they pike it, 
Where Bets was admitted we hear; 
For none of the crew dare but like it, 
As Joey, her kiddy was there. 


Full of glee, until ten that they ſtarted, 
For ſupper Joe ſent out a win ; 

A hog's maw betwixt them was parted, 

Atter they had fill'd it with gin: 

It was on an old leather trunk, ſir, 
They married were, never to part 

But Beſſy ſhe being blind drunk, fir, 
Joe drove her away in his cart, 


SONG. 
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LOVE, 


O How vain is ev'ry bleſſing, 


How inſipid all our joys; 
Life how little worth poſſelling, 
But when love its time employs * 4 


Love, the pureſt, nobleſt pleaſure, 
That the gods on earth beſtow; 


Adding wealth to every treaſure, 
7 pain from W woe. 


LASS AND FRIAXR. 


Lovely laſs to a friar came, 


To confeſs in the morning early; 
In what my dear are you to blame ? 


Come, own it all ſincerely : 
I've done, fir, what I dare not name, 
Wich a lad who loves me dearly, 


The greateſt Fault in myſelf I know, 
Is what I now diſcover ; 
Then you to Rome for that muſt go, 
There diſcipline to ſuffer: | 
Lack-a-day! fir, if it muſt be ſo, 
Pray with me ſend my lover. 
| Ma. 


O, no. 


1:38] 


O, no, no, my dear, you dream, 1 
| We'll have no double dealing ; | a 
But if with me you'll repeat the ſame, 

I'll pardon your paſt failing! . 
T muſt own, tir, though 1 bluſh for ſhame, . 
That your penance is prevailing. 


THE MEDLEY. 


1 8 HIS world is a face | I 
On which mankind engage, | | { 
And each acts his part in a throng ; | * 
But all in confuſion, 
Meer folly, deluſion, 
And faith, nothing elſe but a ſong: 
A ſong, a ſong, 
And faith, nothing elſe but a ſong. 


The parſon, ſo grave, 
Says your foul he will fave, 
And point the right way from the wrong: 
Atter piouſly teaching, 
With long-winded preaching, 
He puts of his flock with a ſong. 


The doctor he fills 
vou with bolus and pills, | | 
With ailurance to make you live long 5 
- But believe me 'tis true, | 
The guinea's in view, | 
And the rett it is all but a ſong; | 


— 
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The ſurgeon ſo bold 
His lancet doth hold, 
And flaſhes your body along: 
Small wounds he enlarges, 
To fill up your charges, 
His art like the reſt is a ſong. 


The vldier he rattles 
Ot üeges and batties, 
And ſieges that he's been among: 
His preferment and ſpirit 
Are both like his merit, 
You ſee they are bought for a ſong. 


'The ſhip-maſter cries, 

See the clouds how they riſe, 
Up aloft, my brave boys it blows firong ; 
| __ Boy make us ſome flip, 

And UI warrant the hir 
Will ſoon reach her port, is his ſong. 


Lers'd in quirks and in quibbles, 
The lawyer he ſcribbles, 

And moves his mellifluous tongue: 
* I'wixt demur and vacation, 
He'll raiſe expectation, 

Then fink your eſtate to a ſong. 


The merchant is bent 
On his twenty per cent. 
To him journal and ledger belong; 
Commiſſion with charges, 
lis profit enlarges, 
Till his balance may end in a ſong. | 


— — ee. 
2 . 


1 
With powder and lace, 
And efteminate face, 
The gay fop behold ſtrutting along ; 
Juſt arrived from his travels, 
At nothing he levels, 
But only a dance and a ſong, 


The gentle coquet, 
She's all in a fret, 
In the morn if her toilet is wrong; 
The whole day ſhe will pals. 
To conſult her dear glaſs, 
And at night die away with a long. 


The ſurly old prude, 


She will ſay you are rude, 


For the bliſs tho” ſhe ſecretly long; 


But take her aſide, 
You may manage her pride, 
And her virtue bring down to a ſons, 


The courtier he {miles 
At the time he beguiles, 
And feeds you with promiſes long: 
He ſqueezes your hand, 
And calls you hi. friend, 
Tho? he means nothing more than a ng 


Then let us be jolly, 
Drive hence melancholy, - 
Since we are brave fellows among; 


T aite 


C497 1 
T:ifte life us tt paſſes, 
And ſili up our g! alles, 
And each hott bla ie ang a ſong, 
A 103 ty k | ne, | 
And cach hue blade fing a ſong. 


YOUNG JOCKEY. 
S ung at 7 aux Hall. 


OUN NG Jockey, who teiz d me a twelve 
Monti. or more, | | 

Now bolder is grown than was mortal before ; ; 

He whiſpers ſuch things as no virgin ſhould near, 

And he preiſes my lips with a warmtn 1 can't bear, 


With tories of love e would ſoften my mind. 
And his eyes ſpeak a temper to miichief inclin'd; 
But I vow not a momeit L' truſt him alone, 

And when next he grows rude, I will bid him be 
Sone. | 


Of honor and truth not a word has he ſpoke, 

An his actions dec! are he thinks v 1 a joke; 3 

Ile thail nnd his miſtake, if be ventures to try, 
For, . an yield on juch terms, oh! J rather would 


die. | | 
G 4 With 


1 


Wich no creature beſide | he ſuch freedom dare take, 


Yet the handſome and witty he quits for my ſake; 
But how can think that he loves me the beſt ? 


Or how can | love him who'd break al my reſt ? 


Oh! * ckey, reform, nor be ſcoliſh again, 

Leit you loſe a fond heart you ſhall never regain: - 

If you change your behaviour, and to church chuſe 
to go, | 9 | 


I'll forgive all that's paſt, and will never ſay ne. 


SD. I 
DEAR VARIETY, 


T ET the philoſophic wiſe, 
L Preach up rules the gay deſpiſe, 
Let the hoary bearded fare, 

Cenſure follies of the age: 

Vet while briſk the vital tide, 
Pleaſure, thou ſhalt be my guide; 
Live, n, goddeſo! live with me, 

A] in dear variety. 


Dwell thou: love, within my v breaſt 
Juſt enough to make me bleſt; 
Let thy fees inceſſant ſpring, | 
But protect me from the ſting! 

Be the paſſion unconfin'd, 

Under no reſtraint the mind; 

But like birds, as fond and free, 
Pleas'd with dear variety. 


Keep, 


1 
Keep, ch Plutus, all thy wealth, 
| Give me competence and health; 
Care ſurrounds the miſer's hoard, 
Pains attenis the tpendchrift's board 
Bacchus, in tay roty bow1, 
Let me flake my thirity ioul; 
Bat let reuſo wait on thee, 
Realon prompts variety. 


Life on wings of joy ſhou'd haſte, 
Gloomy thoughts the minutes waſte; 
We thou'd baniſh care and tear, 
Fate predeſtines all things here: 
Hail to friendſhip, beauty, wine, 
Theſe make tranſient life divine! 
May they ever live with me, 
All in dear variety. 


SQ 6. 
ON HUMAN LIFE. | 


OINCE all mankind to happiness 
I Lay ſome fantaſtic claim; 
"E15 ſtrange, among ic great a crow'd, 

That all mould miſs their aim. 


How were I bleſt, (the 8 cries}. 

Hu empire been my ſhare ; 

Qurit be this granceur, (ſays the Prince) 

The ource 0: all my care. 
6 5 


* 
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As when ſome craggy cliſt, from far, 
With pleaſure we turvey ; 

And, with the diitant proſpect fir'd, 
Straight thither make our way. 


But find, at length, with pains arriv'd, 
_ It's tempting glory ceas'd . 
By deſart barrenneſs convinc'd 

The diſtance only pleas'd. 


Thus our o' er heated fancies rove, 
In all affairs of life: 

Her whom a miltre(s we adore, 
We nauſeate when a wife. 


Il to be happy, be content, 


Nor break with care my ſleep ; 
Blifs, like a ſhadow, run or ſtand, 


Ihe ſeif ſame diſtance keep. 


WOMAN AND WINE. 


I I'D me, when forty winters more 
2 Have furrow'd deep my pallid brow ;: 


When from my head, a ſcanty ſtore, 


Lankly the wither'd treffes flow: 


When the warm tide, that bold and ftrong, 
Nou rolls impetuous on, and free: 
Languid and flow ſcarce creeps along, 


Then bid me court ſobriery, 


Nature, 


83 . 


E 

Nature; xh form' d the var eu ſcere, 

Ot rage and calm, Of . 'Oft ; ind ſite, 
Ul nerling guide, Cl ald only mcan, 

That age tho} reaſon—y outh defire ; 
Shall then that reh I., man, preiume 

(lavertiag Z nature's has) to n ze 
The dues of age, in youtn's high bioom, 

And join 1: mpolibilities ? 


No!—let me waſte the frolic Marv, 
In wanton joys and wild excebs; 
In revel ſport, and laughter gay, 
And mirth, and roty cheartulneſs ; 
Woman, the foul of all delights, 

And wine, the aid of love be near; 
All charms me that to joy incites, 

And ev'ry ſhe, that's kind, is fair. 


83 O N--6G. 
ROAD TO HY MEN. 


O ULD you wiſh o'er a maid to prevail, 
In ſighs you your mind muſt impart; 
You muſt tell her ſome pretty love tale, 
And ſing what you feel at your heart. 


When, in pity, to love ſhe's inclin'd, 
And fondly believes all you fay ; 

*Sure embrace her while ſhe's in the mind; 
. 5 danger! in longer delay. 
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O! how happy could I be with you, 
United in wedlock's ſoft chain; 
All the day we our pleaſures purſue, 
And revel it over the plain. 


Weald the fates only grant me but this, 


All the cares of high life I defy ; 
And, while thus we enjoy'd the true bliſs, 
tow happy my Dicky and I! 


. 
LoVE AND WINE; 


O longer let whimſical ſongſters compare, 
The merits 'of wine with the charms of the 
fair; 
{ appeal to the men to determine between 
A Tyn-velly'd Bacchus 2 beauty's fair queen. 


The pleaſures of d drinking henceforth T reſign, 
For tho' there is r there 15 madneſs in wine: 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile, 


»Tis the mention "of Chloe that makes the glats 


mile. 


iter boznties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 
fn the more I kehoki ner, the more 1 admire! 
Prot the Carms of her temper an 1d mind I adore, 


2 [> ball bleſs me when beantv's no more. 


} 10 * 


——⏑ W . — 


me 


1 


How happy our days when with love we engage, 
'Tis the tranſport of youth, 'tis the comfort of age; 
But what are the joys of the bottle and bowl ? 
Wine tickles the taſte, love enraptures the ſoul, 


A ſot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, - 

The longer I drink the more thirſty am I: 

From this fair coufeilion 'tis plain, my good friend, 
You're a toper eternal and drink to no cnd. 


Your big-belly'd bottle may ravith vour eye, 


But how foolith you look when your bottle is dry! 


From woman, dear woman, 1weet pleaiure mug 


| {pring, 
Nay, the icoicks muſt own it, the is the beſt thing, 


Yet ſome praiſes to wine we may juſtly afford, 
For a time it will malte us as greatas a lord: 
But woman, A cver gives trantport to man, 
And I'll love the dear ſex as long as I can, 


. 


7 


TELL EM No. 


« bn HAT I might not be plagu'd with the non- 
ſenſe of men, 
I promis'd my mother, again and again, 
To ſay as the bids me wherever J go, 
And to all that t! they aſk, or would have, tell em no. 


7 


-- 


„„ 
J realty believe I have frighten'd a ſcore, 
Tney' 11 want to be with me, I war: ant, no more : 


And I own I'm not sorry for ſerving them ſo, 
Were the ſame thing to do, I again thould ſay no. 


But a ſhevher\l L like, with more courage and art, 

Won't let me alone tho” I bid him depart ; 

Such que ſtons he puts, ſince [ anſwer him fo, 

That he makes me mean yes, tho' my words are till 
no. 


He aſk'd, did I W 11 or think him too plain? 

(Let me die if he is not a clever young Hain) 

Should he venture a kiſs, if [ from him would go, 

Then he'd preſs my young lips, white I bluſh'd and 
ſaid no. 


He aſk'd, if n my heart to another was gone, 

f I'd have him to leave me, or ceaſe to love on? 
If I meant my life long to anſwer him ſo? 

J faulter'd, and figh'd, and reply'd to him, no. 


This morning an end to his courtſhip he made, 
Will Phillis live longer a virgin? he faid; 

If I preſs you to church, will you ſcruple to 90 7 
In a hearty good-humour, I anſwer'd, no, no! | 


SONG, 


11 
S O N G. 
LOVE AxD IN NOCGEN CE. 
Written by Mr. Nicholls. 
RECITATIVE., 


HERE two lt elms their verdant boughs 
entwin'd, 
To form a ſhade from ſpreading hazels join'd 
Twas there, to paſs in {weets the ſu]try hours, 
Young Damon hung the woodland's faireſt flow'rs : 
And when intenſely beam'd the mid-day heat, 
He led his Phillis to the cool retreat ; 
Where grew the cuckoo-bud, and daffodil, 
With wild thyme ſweet, that loves the moſs- clad 
hill. 
No eye to ſee, no ear to hear their chat, 
Low on the velvet-graſs the lovers fat. 
Let not foul envy think they meant offence, 
No more they knew, but love and innocence. 
With gentle accents trembling on his tongue, 
Thus to the maid he lov'd the ſhepherd . 


12 8 


Whilſt ſhelter'd from the beams of noon, 
Your ewes and lambkins reſt, 
Dear Phillis grant the promis'd bliſs, 
And make your Damon wells. 


The 


£339] 
The thruſh no more ſhall wake the hin ; 
The lark at rifing day, 
Forget to give his chearing ſtrain, 
When Spr ing leads up the May. 


Theſe clover-vales ſhail bloom no more, 
No verduie drets the grove ; 

Yon (ſtream foriake its ruchy thore, 
When I deceive my love. 


RECITATIVE. 
No more he meant, than on her breaſt to lie, 


To dream of joys the realms of blits tupply : 
The bluthing maid of virtue's facred train, 


Repuls' d his love and thus addreſs' d the ſwain. 


1 . 


Far o' er the mead a ſhepherd dwells, ö 
All ſilver is his beard; _ 
Note waat we hoary hermit tells, | 
There's truth in every words: | | | 


Laſt eve Iran acroſs the vale, | 
Swift as the iwalluw flies; 
His cot obtain'd, I told my tale, 
And begg'd him to adviſe. 


Beware (he iaid) our ruder race, 
For y th is fraught with art: 
And he v no wears the faireſt tace, 
Oft wants a gentle heart. | 
| L Ilapleſs 


— 
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Mapleſs for life's the luckleſs fair, 
If fac ſhe's doom'd to wed; 


were better death ſhould fave her care, 
Upon her bridal bed, 


Such were his words; and, O my ſwain! 
Should you prove inſincere, 

Phillis mult thro? her lite complain, 
nd often drop a tear. 


RECITATIVE. 


The ardent lover heard the maid's ſurmiſe, 
Then thus, enraptur'd, to her plaint replies. 


AIX. 


Pluck wild ambition from your mind, 
Once rooted, *twill encreaſe; 
And ſoon the bitter fruits you'll find 
Deſtructive to your peace. 


Think better, ſweet, of one that's true, 
Believe my heart your own; 

For were a thouſand maids in view, 
I'd take but you alone. 


This hook T aft of He av'n to give, 
In ſome ſequeſter'd home, 

With you in wedlock's bonds to liv e, 
Without a thought t to roam. 


From 
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From grey ey 'd morn, 'til ttuly eve, 
From ev? till rifing day— 
No joy without thee | Pd reccive, 
Without thee ne'er be gay. 


Be thou but mine, with roſy health, 
Let dear coatent be by ; 

The reſt I'll leave the ſons of wealth, 
Without a ſingle ſich. 


RECITATIVE, 


Thus ſang the vouth, whoſe breaſt was honour's 
| throne, 

Whoſe mind ſimplicity had made her own: 

Till far a-field, the tinkling vi village bells 

Call'd ſportive echo from her grots and cells: 
They left the grove, unto the dance they iped, 
Revel'd *till eve, and the next morn we're Wed. 


A 1 K. 


Now love and fond wiſhes concur, 

To make them the talk of the plain; 
The maids take example trem her, 

And the ſhephei ds all copy the ſwain. 
Wnere'er ſuch ex xamp! es are ſhown, 

Who of wedlock can ever repent ? 


Where conſtancy governs the throne, 
The ſubjects are ſure of content. 


RECITATIVE. 


To ſeek no more, let lovers learn from lence, 
Till Hymen wills, chan love and innocence. 


SONG 
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4 brit dens 


\ OME ye l:ds who wiſh to ſhine, 
Bright in future ſtory, 


Haſte to arms, and form the line 


That leads to martial glory! 
Charge the muſket, point the lance, 
Brave the worſt of dangers ; 


Tell the bluſt'ring ſons of France, 


That we to fear are ſtrangers. 


| 1 1 the lion's rouz 'd, 


And her flag is rearing, 
Always finds her ſons diſpos'd 
To drub the foe that's daring. 
Charge the muſe! 0 2 


Hearts of oak, with ſpeed adv: ance, 
Pour your Naval thunder 
On the trembling ſhores of France, 
And ſtrike the world with wonder. 
Charge the muſeet, & 


Honour for the brave to ſhare, 


Is the nobleſt booty; | 
Guard your coaſt, proted the fair, 
For that's : a Bricon's duty. 


C barge the ne, Se. 


11 
What if Spaniards, to their parts, 
Form a baie alliance; 
All unite, and Kngliſh hearts 
lay bid the world dettance : 8 | | 
Beat the drum, the trumpet iound, | | 
Manly and united; 
Da iger face, maintain your ground, 
And ſee your country righted, 


4 0 N G. 


so NG UPON SONGS. | | 


OME every briſk ſoul, 
Who delights in a bowl; | 
In mirth, or what to it belongs; ( 
Attend to my verte, 
While here | rehearſe, 


To pleaſe you, a long upon ſongs. 


But firit 1 3 | | 
To him that will hear, | 
This lictle original ſong ; 
Let him think what he will, | 
Nought offenſive or ill, | | 
Is contain'd in my ſong upon 10255. | 
Great fateſmen conceal, 
Their ſchemes, Wheel in wheel, 
And under diſguiſe commit t 
I nobody hurt, 
But contribute to ſport, 
By writtog this ſong upon ſongs. 


The 


1 þ 


The boiſterous knave, 
W ho pretends to be brave, 
And boalts of his fights and ding-dongs ; 
When put to the rett, 
How fallen his creſt, 
And his courage a ſong upon ſongs. 


The clergy reſort 
Lo ſuperiors at court, 
And crave tor fat Iv] ings in throngs 3 
While l, with low aim, 
Aſpire to fame, 
In ſcribbling a ſong upon ſongs. 


Taſte differs in all, 
Iu great and in ſmall, 
A hobby-1-orie to ali belongs; 
A girl, bail, or play, 
A review, or birta-day, 
Or even a ſong upon ſongs. 


Guitars with ſome ſuit, 

Some a fiddle or flute, 

And ſome love a poker and tongs; 
Some admire duettos, 
And others cantatos, 

And others my ſong upon ſongs. 


Let all who've the ſpleen, 
Buy this magazine, 
Such property to it belon 

Twill give them a Cure 
As certain and ſure 
As this is a ſong upon ſongs, 


— 
*% 
— 


o 
O 


But 
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But if you proceed, 
And continue to read, 
Each ſong which to this book belongs ; 
You'll own, I believe, 
Many pleaſures can give, 
Beſides this our ſong upon ſongs, 


THE CIRCUM BLBBER DUM. 


9 — by Mr. Aan, in the S!rangers at Home. 


H O' I can't walk quite fraight, 
And in figure of eight, 
Still elect ng my legs do their duty; 
You'll always obſerve, 
That a regular curve | 
Is reckon'd the true line of beauty, 1 2 


Of Orpheus they tell, 

He who fiddled fo well) | 

'That his notes made hills, rocks and trees 5 caper ; 3 
So I can in my way, 
When a Solo I play, 

Make em dance full as well as that Scraper, 


| „ art on a ſurvey, 
| Things ſeem topley-turvey, 


3 When your us'd to 't things don't T hoon ſo fi ghtful ; 
Sol 
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Still they move, more or leſs, 


And good judges contels, 
Moving proſpects are ay s delightful. 


The world's circular motion, 
I'm ture's no falſe nation; 

For tho' ſober I ne'er could believe it: 
Truth in wine, boys, is found, 
Now I ſee it turns round. — 

He that's drunk can mott plainly perceive it. 


. ˙˙ꝛ- — ⁰ 
S8 0 N G: 
THE CRICKETTERS, 


HEN running life's race, 
We gallop apace, | 
Each ſtrives to be firſt at the poſt ; 
Mount bope with catch wales... 
For game's give-and-take plates, 
And pray what is Fame but——a rat? 


The taſte of our days | 
ls in poaching for praiſe, 
All men of their ſervices boaſt; 
The ladies by dreſs, 


The ſame ardour expreſs, 


Each would if the could be—a toaft. 


Both ſexes agree, 
Over wine to be free, 


For freedom's an Engliſhman's boaſt; 
As freely we think, 


So as freely we drink, | 
And a Sentiment e a + 
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What is life, prithee ſay, 
But a glaſs and away, 
While health is our ruddy-fac'd hoſt * k 
But when we abuſe him, 
We're certain to loſe him, 
By taxing too much of—a f. 


Theſe common-place rhimes 

Suit common: place times, 
Who now can of genius boaſt? 

Why, really, 1 think 

”T1s a ſcience to drink, 


And there's genius in giving—a tcaft, 


Even politics fail, 
Altercation grows ſtale, 

Of what now can either fide boaſt! 
No matter to us, 
All their farce and their fuſs, | 

Deſerves not the name of—a 7oaft. 


The riots and Routs 
Ot the ins and the outs, 
Is only a newſpaper roaſt : 
Ot cri le | fing, 
In and Out there's the thing, 
And there I'll attempt —a neww | . 


| May our Inings be long, 

May our b-a1:np: be ftrong, 
Midave wicket 1 Chule for my poſt; 
Come, bumper av ay, 

"I'wixt the ſtumps your balls play. 
And win the game love — that's the T. 


1 


SONG. 
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S8 O N G. 
THE MERRY FELLOW, 


| E that will not merry de... 


With a gen'rous bowl and a toaſt, 
& May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And faſt bound to a polt, 


CHORUS, 


Let him be merry merry there, 
And we'll be merry merry here; 
For who can know where we ſhall go 

To be merry another year? 


He that will not merry be, 
And take his glaſs in courſe ; 
May he be obliged to drink (mall beer, 
Wich ne'er a penny in his purſe. 


Let him, ©. 
He that will not merry be, 
With a company of jolly boys ; 
May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 
Io confound him with her noiſe, = 
Let him, Sc. 


He that will not merry _ 
With his miſtreſs in his bed; 

Let him be buried in the church- yard, 
And me put in his ſtead, 


Let him, e. 


8 A I L O R's 
pESCRITTIONS OF A HUNTING. 


OING to ſee my father the other day, he 


ax'd me to take a voyage a hunting with 


him ;—ſo, when the ſwabber had rigg'd the horſes, 
they brought me one to ſtow myſelf on board of, 
that they told me was in ſuch right and tight 


trim, ſhe would go as faſt upon any tack as a 


Folkſtone Cutter; ſo I got up aloft, and clapt 
myſelf athwart ſhip, this'n, and made as much 
way as the beſt on 'um —and to the windward of 
2 gravel-pit we eſpied a hare at anchor; ſo ſhe 


weighed and bore away, and juſt as I had over- 


taken her, my horſe came bump aſhore upon a 
"ſtone, the back ſtay broke, ſhe pitch'd me over 
the forecaſtle, came keel upwards, and unſhipp'd 


my ſhoulder, and damme if 1 ever ſet fall on a 


| — privateering again. 


SONG. 


| E 
1 © N 6: 


THE TOAST—A CATCH» 


IWrittcn by Mr. Cunningham. 


— — 


(IVE the toaſt, my good fellow, be jovial and 
And let the briſk moments pals jocund away! 


Here's the King — take your bumpers, my biave 
| Britiſh ſouls, 


Who guards your fair freedom ſhould crown your full 
. bowls : 


Let him live—long and happy: bee Lewis n 
down, | 


And taſte all the comforts, no cares, of a crown. 


5 Q -N 8. 


EOS DE RAL ir. 


Sung 35 Mr. E. Twin in Teague. 


l J learn'd a pretty ſong in Frants; 
And I brought it o'er the ea by chance, 


And when in Wapping I did dance, 
Ohl the like was never feen: 
For I made the muſic loud tor to ploy, 
All for to paſs the dull hours away, 
And when J had nothing left for to ſay, 
2 1 fung tal de ral tit, &c. 


=) 


5 iin 
As I was walking down Thames: ſtreet, 
A ſhip-mate of mine [ chanc'd tor to mcet, 


And | was reſolv'd him for to treat, 


With a cann of grog, gillio! 


A cann of grog they brought us ftraight, 


All for to pleature my ſhip- mate, 
And ſatisfaction gave him ſtraight, 


Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


The maccaronies next came in, 

All dreſs'd ſo neat and look'd fo trim, 
And thinking for to ſtrike me dumb: 

Some was ſhort and ſome was tall, | 


But *tis very well known that I bang'd them all, 


For I dous'd their heads againſt the wall, 
Then I ſung tal de ral tit, &c. | 


The landlord then aloud did ſay, 
As how he wiſh'd I'd go away, 


And if I attempted for to ſtay, 


As how he'd take the law: 


Lord d—me, ſays I, you may do your worſt, 


For I have ſcarcely quench'd my thirk ; 


All this I ſaid and nothing worſe, 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


It's when I've croſs'd the raging main, 
And be come back to Old England again, 


Of grog I'll drink galore ; 


With a pretty girl to fit by my fide, 


And for her coſtly robes 1'11 provide, 
So that ſhe ſhall be ſatisfied, AE 
Then I'll ſing fal de ral tit, &c, 


SONG 


— . 
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$-0-N-.6. 
THE REPRISALS: 


OME rouſe, brother Tars, hark! the ſeamen 
all cry, 
We'ere order'd to fight, let us conquer or die; ; 
The trumpet's bold notes, and the cannon's loud 
roar, 


Will chide the dull landſmen, for ling'ring on 


ſhore. 


Revenge has juſt ſent us a proſperous gale, 
Directs all our thunders and fiils every fail; 


She ſoon will aſſure ns we arm not in vain, 


And make us all rich by the poils of the main. 


Leave, leave, my brave meſſmates, the ſmiles of the 


tair, 


Tis George that demands all the heart you can 
{pare ; | 


Then tell them that 'ove mult to glory give place, 


Soon beauty mall welcome the conqu'ror's embrace. 


To 8 jovial hunt: ers, your {ports ye muſt yield, 


Here glory awaits vou on ocean's wide field; 


We've an excellent chace, nobler game we've in 
view, 


"Tis F renchmen that fl , while we 2 Britons purſue. 


Hz Look 


: 


— ——— x 2 
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ook vonder! look yonder! Monſieur is in fo,” 1 
Let's hate to Hear down, and prepare for the fi ght; | 
But coward like Frencamen ne'er wait tor the 
blow, 


They, failing of ſpeed, humbly bine to their foe. 


Like ſons of Old England, once more we reſume 
The humbling their flags, to our high ning 
v broom : | | 
Thy fleets, haughty Louis, have given us our cue, 
And pleas” 4 thus we Make tlie FIN long due. 


$ O. N 8. 


THE MERRY SAILOR. ( 


H OW pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the watery main; 
No treaiure he ever amaſſes, 
But cheariully ſpends all his gain: 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 
To honour and honeſty true, 
And would not commit a baſe action, 
For power and profit 1n view, 


e HORN US. 


Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any wen g peering 8 ? 

light heart and a thia Pair of breeches, 
Goes through the World my brave boys. 


The 


. 
\ 
3 
4 

| 
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[ 
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The world is a beautiful garden. 
Enrich'd with the bleflings of life; 


The toiler with plenty rewarding, 


But plenty too often breeds {trite : 
When terrible tempeſt; aſlail us, 
And mountainous billows affright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But ſkilful induitry Reers right. 
; | Then Ee. 


The courtier's more ſabject to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate; 
Than we, who to politics ſtrangers, 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great: 
The numerous bleſſings of nature, 
In various nations we try; 
No mortals on earth can be greater, | 
Who merrily hve till we die. | | 
| | Then why, Ec. 


_ 5 . - n 4 
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$ 0 N G. 


RUDDY AURORA, 


Sung 25 N. % Martyr. 


; W HEN ruddy Aurora awakens the day, 


And dew drops 1mpeact the bocet flowers ſo 
gay, 
Sound, ſound, my tout archers. ſound hor ns and 
away, | 
With arrows ſharp pointed we 90. 
With arrows ſharp pointed we go; 
e | | Set 


See Sol now ariſes in ſplendor fo bright, 
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IO Pæan for Phœbus who leads to delight, 
AM glorious illumin'd now riſes to fight : 
Is he, boys, is god of the bow. 

Tis he, boys, is god of the bow. 


Freſh roſes we'll offer to Venus's ſhrine, 

Libations we'll pour to great Bacchus divine, 

While mirth, love and pleaſure in junction combine, 
For archers, true ſons of the ſame, e 
For, &c. 


Bid ſorrow adieu, in ſoft numbers we'll ſing, 


Love, friendſhip, and beauty, ſhall make the air 


ring, | 


_ Wiſhing health and ſucceſs to our country and kings 


_Encrcale to their honour and fame. 
Encreaſe, &c. 


. 
c A ROLINE OF coSronr. 


J WAs at the break of day, we ſpied 
4 The ſignal to unmoor ;. 
Which ſleepleſs Caroline deſcry'd, 
(Sweet maid) from Goſport's ſnare: 
The freſh'ning gale at length aroſe, 
Her hcart began to {well ; 
Nor could cold fear the thought oppoſe, 
Ot bidding me farewel. . 


In 


| 
| 


E 1 
In open boat, the maid of worth, 
Soon reach'd our veſſel's ſide; 
Soon, too, ſhe found her William's birth, 
But 'ſought me, not to chile: 
Go, ihe exclaim'd, for fame's a cauſe, 
A temale thould approve ; 
For who that's true to honuutr's cauſe, 
Is ever falſe to love? 


Should conqueſt in fair form array'd, 
Thy loyal efforts crown; 1 

In Goſport wil: be found a maid, 
That lives for thee alone: . 

May girls with hearts ſo firm and true, 

Il 'o love and glory's cauſe; 

Meet the reward they have in view, 

The meed of free applauſe. 


'$.0 N . 
o SAY BONNY LASS. 
Sung by Mrs. Martyr. 
HE. 


FN SAY bonny laſs, will you lie in a barrack, 
And marry a ſoldier and carry his wallet ; 

Oh ſay, would you leave beith your mither and 

255 daddy, „ 5 

And follow the camp with your ſoldier laddie. 

e H --: j Fe. 


11 


O yes, bonny lad, I could lie in a barrack, 
Aud marry a ſoldier and carry his wallet; 
Pit neither afk leave of my mither or daddy, 
But follow the camp with my toldier laddie. 


- M$ 
O ſay, bonny laſs, will you go a campaigning, 
Endure all the hardſhips of battle and tumine? 
When wounded and bleeding then wouldit thou 
draw near me, 
And kindly ſupport and quietly cheer me. 


S HE. 


0 yes, I will g0 thro' theſe hardſhips you mention, 
And tw entv times more if you have tue invention; 
Neither danger, nor famine, nor battles alarm me, 
My ſoldier is near me and nothing can harm me. 


EQ . 
THE TRUMP OF FAME, 


HE trump of fame yeur name has breath'd, 
Frs praiſe is ſounded far and ncar; 


Stout little John with laurel wreath'd, 


Has reach'd each dame and damſel's ear: 


Bur 


W rn 
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But it is not you, bold Robin Hood, 
I come to feek with bended bow; 
"Tis him l'd meet by holy rood, 
To de with my oh, ho, ho. 


Through froſt and ſnow, 
Though cold winds blow ; 
I never tail, 
In rain or hail, 
Though thunders roll, 
From pole to pole; 
To conquer with my ho, ho, ho. 


With bended bow, 
The buck or doe; 
I never fail, 
Through rain or hail ; 
Though thunders roll, 
From pole to pole; 
_ To conquer with my ho, ho, ho, 


„ 
THE SAILOR'S ALLE COR. 


7 or a Mater Party: 


IFE's 1; like a Hip | in conſtant motion, 
Sometimes high and ſometimes low; 


Where every one muſt brave the ocean, 
Wh atſoever winds may blow: 
HK 6. 
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If unaſſail'd by ſquall or ſhower, 
Waited by the gentle gales; 


Let's not loſe the fav ring hour, 


While ſucceſs attends Our tails, 


Or if the wayward winds ſhould blaſter, 


Let us not give way to fear; 
But let us all our patience mubter, | 
And learn, from reaſon, how to ſteer : 


Let judemen! keep you ever ſteady, 


Tis a baliaſt never fails; 
Should danger riſe, be ever ready, 
To —— well the ſwelling ſails. 


Truſt not too much your own opi. lion, 
While your veſſel's under way; 

Let good example bear dominion, 
That's a compaſs will not ſtra 


When thund'ring tempeſts make you ſhudder, 


Or Boreas on the ſurface rails; 
Let good diſcretion guide the rudder, 
And providence attend the ſails. 


K's when you're ſafe from danger, riding, 


In ſome welcome Port or Bay ; ; 
Hope de the anchor you confide in, 
And care awhile enflumber'd lay: 
Or when each cann's with hquor flowing, 
And good fellowihip prevails, 
Let each heart with rapture glowing, 
Drink ſucceſs unto our ſails, 
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8 GN 8. 
TIME AND CARD, 


Sung by Mr. Dighter. ; 


AY Bacchus one evening inviting lus friends, 
To partake of a generous flaſk; 
To each ſocial being a meſfage he ſends, 
To meet at the head of his caſk: 
The gueſts all appear'd at his place of addrels, 
The witty, the grave and the buid ; 
Our circle ſurpaſs'd all that fancy can gueſs, 
Of Arthur's round table of old. 


In the midft of our merriment who 90 you think, 
VUnfuſpected had ſeated him there, 
But one Care, in diſguiſe, who tipt us the wink, 
And warn'd us of Time to beware: 
Who in ſpite of his age, or the weight of his years, 
We ſhould find but a ſlippery blade; 
Is known by the lock on his forehead he wears, 
And Carries the ſign of his trade. 


We gratefully ply'd him with bottle and pot, 
Which fill'd up his wrinkles apace ; 

The Cynic grew blithe and his precepts forgot, 
And toon fell aſleep in his place: 

Regardleſs of Time, then we threw off reſtraint, 
Nor fear'd we to wake the old {park ; 

Our ſongs were ſelect and our ſtories were quaint, 
And each was as gay as a lag. 

When 


— — < _— l 
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When all on a ſulden* awful an id ta! „ 
One appear'd who ſpoil'd a good 1ong ; 


Father Time moving round by the ide ot the wall, 
Behind us ily ited! ing along: | 

We roſe to his rev'rence and © \#:r*d a Chair, 
He ſaid for no man he would itay 

Then Bacchus upllarted and ſnatch” F at his hair, 
And {wore all the tcore he ſhould pay. 


But Time well aware of the god of the grape, 
Evaded his efforts and flew ; 


We 1ciz'd on his glaſs e'er he made his eſcape, 
And inſtantly broke it in two: 


Then we fill'd each with wine inſtead of the ſand, 


And drank double toalts to the fair: 


Each member in turn with a glaſs in each hand, 


Then parted and went home with Care. 


s O N G. 


ROGER axD) MOLLY. 


OUNG Roger he went other day to the wake, 
For ſome hucclemebu# or a gingerbread cake; 
Oh he was joyous and buxom and jolly, 


When on the gay green he diſcover'd his Molly, 


10 ag Molly came tripping it over the green, 
As fine as a horſe or a gingerbread queen: 


Young Roger Rept to her and made a low bow, 


And ne lock d it ſo he as * he could not tell how. 


W. ith 


2 
ö „ * 
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With that they began without any pother, 
Of talking of this, and of that, and of other ; 
And tho” the would pith, and would cry let me go, 
Yet he kiſs'd her likewite and he iqueez'd her also. 


To all the young youths of whatſoever pariſh, | 


Who loves an) uns th: it 15 ftinewh ; ind rarilil; 15 


Be joyous, be jovial, be buxom and jolly, 


Sing Molly and Roger, and Roger and Moll ; 


SS 2 6K 
THE DISCONSOLATE SAILOR, 


WW H E N my money was gone that I gain'd in 


the wars, 
And the world *gan to frown on my 18 


What matter'd my zeal or my honored ſcars, 


When wanne ſtood at each 2 


The face chat would ſmilc when my y parſe was well 
| lin'd, | | 
Shew'd a different aſpect to me; 
| And when I could nought but 3 find, | 
1 hi'd once again to the (ea, FE: 


I thought it * to repine at my lot, 
Or to bear with cold looks on the ſhore; 
So I pack'd up the trifling remnants I'd got, 
And a trifle Bigg: was my ſtore, 


And the horns and the hounds call each ſportſman 
 Thro' woods and thro! meadows with ipeed ho'y 


While health, roſy health, is in exercil found: 
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A handkerchief held all the treaſure I had, 
Winch over my ſhoulder | threw ; 
Away then Itrudg'd with a heart rather ſad, 
To join with {ome jolly thip's crew. 


The ſea was lefs troubled by far tan my mind, 


| 
For when the wide main I ſurvey'e, 1 


I could not help thinking che world was unkind, 


Ny fortune a Mlippery Jade, 


And I vow'd if once more I could take her in to, 
I'd let the ungrateful ones ſee; 

That the turbulent winds and the billows could ih-w, 
More kindneis than they did to me. 


I 


$ . 
THE E DAT. | 
a HUNTING SONG. 
Sung 2 Mr. King. 


R [ GHT Phoebus has mounted the chariot of 
day, 


away, 


they bound, 


* 
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CH OR U on 


Hark away, hark away, hark away is the word to 
the ſound of the horn, | 

And echo, blithe echo, and echo, blithe echo, makes 
jovial the morn. 


Each hill andeach valley is lovely to view, 
While puls flies the covert and dops quick purſue ; 
Behold where ſhe flies ober the wide ſpreading plain, 


While the loud opening pack puriue her amain. 
Hark away, Ce. 


At Jeng h puſs 15 caught and lies panting for breath, 


And the ſhout of the huntlnan's the ſignal for death; 
No joys can delight like the {ports ot "the held, 
To hunting all ene and pailime muſt yield. 


s O N G. 


THE TAR TAN PLAIDDIE, 
Lung by Miſs Leary. 


Y moonlight on the green, 
Where lads and laftes ftrav 
How ſweet the bloſlom'd bean, 
xs tweet the new made hay : 
But not tv me ſo ſweet, 
The bloke on the thorn ; 
As when my lad I meet, 


More freſn than May. dav morn. 
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CHORUS, 


Give me the lad fo blithe and gay, 
Give me the Tartan pladdie; 
For ſpite of all the wiſe can ſay, 
I'll wed my highland laddie: 
My bonny highland laddie, 
My bonny highland laddie ; 
My bonny, bonny, bonny, bonny, 
Bonny — laddie. 


_ His ſkin's as white as ſnow, 


His e'en are bonny blue; 
Like roſe buds ſweet his mow, 
When wet with morning dew: 
Young Will is rich and great, 
And fain wou'd call me his; 
But what is pride or ftate, 
Without love' s ſmiling bliſs. 


Give me the * LOA 


When firſt he talk'd of love, 


He look'd ſo blithe and gay; 


His flame I did approve, 


And could na ſay him nay : 
Then to the kirk I'll haſte, 

There prove my love and truth; 
Reward a love ſo chaſte, 
And wed the conſtant Youth. 


| Give me the lad, &c. 


SONG. 
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$: OO N 6. 
LAUGHING SONG. 

Sung by Diſs Pocle. 


7 HEN Strephon appears how my heart pit- 
a- pat, 
Shoes the tender emotions with which 1t is ſeiz'd: 
To the ſhepherd's bewitching gay innocent chat, 
I could liſten for ever, oh dear I'm ſo pleas'd. 


Tho? my grandmother frowns and proteſts m too 
young, 
With the leſſons of Cupid ſo ſoon to be teaz d; 


But fo ſweet is the honey that falls from his tongue, 


That 1 laugh at my Grannum, | oh dear I'm 0 | 
pleas's. 


Shou'd he aſk me to wed, as he hinted to day, 
When my hand he fo ſoſt and ſo tenderly ſqueez'd; 


He's ſo pretty a ſwain that I can't ſay him nay, 
I'm reſolv'd to be married, oh dear I'm fo plea:'d, 


$ 0 N G. 


NEGLECTED SOLDIER, 


- Sing the Britiſh ſoldier's praiſe, 
A theme renown'd in ſtory, 
It well deſerves more poliſh'd lays, 
Oh tis your boalt and Fey 


: When 
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When thund'ring Mars ſpreads war around. 
By them you are protected: 
But when in peace the nation's found. 
Poor ſouls they are neglected ! 
But oh, ſtretch forth your aiding hand, 
In token of ...eir merit; | 


Then boldly they'll march o'er the land, 
And ſhew a grateful ſpirit. 


For you, the muſket firſt he takes, 
That you may reſt in quiet; 

His wife and children he forſakes, 

To ſhift for cloaths and diet: 

He's ſudden call'd, he knows not where, 

Nor knows he mall turns 

To thoſe he left in deep deſpair, 
Whole hearts for him yet burn: 

But oh, ſtretch forth your bounteous hand, 
In juſtice to their merit; 

Then cheerful they'll march through the land, 2 1 
And thew a gratetul ſpirit, 


For you, through many a tedious road, 
He goes without complaining ; 
From ſcorching heat he leeks abode, 
Sometimes, without obtaining : 
By thirſt and hunger oft” he's preſt, 
Yet ſcorns to droop his head; | 
Ambition firm within his breatt, | 
He iubibtutes as bread : y 


'Th er 


— 


— 


— — . ⁰— ——— 


— 


— 
— 


E 
Then oh, ſtretch forth your gen' rous hand, 
In juſtice to his merit; 


How cheerful he'll march through the land, 
And bleſs your gen'rous ſpirit. 


For you through fields of blood they'll ſeel: 
Your foes, of every nation; 

'Tis there bold actions loudly ſpeak, 
Their worth in every ftation : 

Firm as a flinty wall they'll ſtand, 
Obſerving ſtrict decorum. 

Until their leader gives command, 
To beat down all betore *em: 

Then oh, ftretch fort: the aſſiſting hand, 

| In juſtice to their merit; 

When they return into their 1: and, 

They'll bleſs your noble ſpirit, 


Well, now they've thraſh'd the foe, we'll fay, 
Did all within their power; 

But little more than blows have they, 
And one farthing an hour: 

Little within the Frenchman's fobb, 
Io recompenſe their labours; 
Why then it proves a ſorry jobb, 
Little better than their neighbours ! 
Then oh, {tretch forth the lib'ral hand, 

In juſtice to their merit: 

So ſhall they bleſs their happy land, 
= : * land of god- like pirit. 
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8 O N 6. 
THE JOVIAL TOP ER. 


O ME, cheer up your hearts, and call for your 
quarts, 
And let their no liquor be lacking; 


_ We have money in ſtore, and intend for to roar, 


Until we have ſent it all packing: 
Then drawer, make haſte, and let no time waſte, 
But give ev'ry man his due; 
T'avoid all trouble, go fill the pot double, 
Su nce he that 2 one made two. 


Come drink, my hearts, drink, and call for your 


wine, 
'Tis that makes a man to ſpeak truly; 

What ſot can refrain, or daily complain, 
That he in his drink is unruly! ? 

Then drink and be civil, intending no evil, 
If that you'li be ruled by me; 

For claret and {ack we never will lack, 
Since he that made two made three. 


The old curmudgeon ſits all the day drudging 
At home with brown bread and imall beer ; 


With ſcraping damn'd pelf, he Rarveth himſelf, 


| SCarce eats a good meal in a year : 
But we'll not do fo, howe'er the world go, 
Since that we have money in tore ; 
For claret and ſack we never will lack, 
Since he that made three made tour, 


Come 


Z 
Come drink, my hearts, drink, and call for your 
wine, 
Do you think that I'll leave you 1'the lurch? 
My reckoning I'll pay ere I go away, 
Or hang me as high as Paul's Chacch 5 
Tho? fonie men will ſay, this is not the way 
For us, in this worla, to thrive; 
Tis no matter for that, let's have t'other quart, 
Since he that made Hur made five. 


A pox of old Charon, his 3 are all barren, 
_ His liquor (like coffee) is dry; 
But we are for wine, 'tis drink more divine, 
Without it we periſh and die: 
Then troll it about, until 'tis all out, 
We'll affront him in ſpite ot his Styx: 
If he grudges his terry, we'll drink and be merry, 
Since he that made five made ſix, 


But now the time's come that we all muſt go home, 
Our liquor's all gone that's for certain; 

Which makes us repine, that a god ſo divine, 
Won't give us one cup at our parting : 

But fiace tis all paid, let's not be diſmay'd, 
Bur fly to great Bacchus in heaven ; 

And chide him becauſe he made no better laws, 
Since he that made fix mace ſeven, 


'SONE. 


1 1 
S8 ON G. 
JACK 1 
Sung by Mr. Banni ger. 


[ACK Ratlin was the ableſt ſeaman, 
None like him could hand, reef and ſteer; 

No dang' rous toil but he'd encounter, 

With ſkill and in contempt of fear: 
In fight, a lion the b utle ended 

Meek as the bleating lamb he'd prove; 
Thus Jack had manners, courage, merit, 

Yet did he fight and all for love. 


e 


The ſong, the jeſt, the flowing liquor, 
For none of theſe had Jack's regard; 
He while his meſſmates were carouſing, 
High ſitting on the pending yard, 
Would think upon his fair one's beauties, 
_ Swear never trom ſuch charms to rove; 
That truly he'd adore them living, 
And dying figh to end his love. 


The ſame expreſs the crew commanded, 
Once more to view their native land ; 

Among the reſt brought Jack ſome tidings, 
Wou'd it had been his love's fair hand: 
Oh fate: —her death defac'd the letter, 
Inſtant his pulſe forgot to move, 
With quivering lips and eyes uplitted, 
He heav'd a ſigh and dy'd tor love, 
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THE HAUNCH OF VENISON. 


OW we mighty men of London, 
Crow'd around the feſtive board; 
All our coats and wailtcoats undone, 
To receive the ſumptuous hoard : 
Now the napkin to the chin 1s 
Tuck'd with more than wonted glee ; 


Nor can Bankers count their guineas, 


Faſter than our mouths fill we. 
| Chorus.—Now we men, Oc 


When three pounds are fairly ſwallow'd, 
By each, more than greedy paunch, 


Still the veniſon's name is hallow'd, 


Still we doat upon the haunch: 
Now the dainty lice of fat, is 
Put upon the load of lean; _ 


While the waiters wonder what 'tis 


That ſuch mighty eaters mean. | | 
f 5 Now wwe, oc. 

Now the pies and cuſtards tempt us, 
Now the codling tarts, and cream ; 


Nor ſhall night itſelf exempt us, 


For of eating ſtill we dream : 
Haply, he that lives the week out, 
May his eating plan renew ; 
And another year may ſeek out 
Ptroofs that what we ay is true. 
| EN 85 | | | Now We, Ge. 
* SONG, 


1 
8 G N . 
THE LAD FOR: ME. 
Sung by Mrs. Kennecy. 
ILKENNY is a handſome place 


As any rowu 11 Shamiockſhire 3 
'4 tiere fiſt i law my jemmy' face, 
There Jeumy fir! beheld his dear: 
My love ne was a bathful boy, 
And I a fimple girl :o fee ; 
Yet I] was Jemmy' s only jay, 
And Jemwy | was the lad tor me. 


But Dut lin city bore the bell, 

In freets, aud fquares, and houſes fine, 
Out there young Dick nis love ould tell; 
And there L told young Dickey mine: 

For Diel 8 ne Was a rovit 18 blade, 
And | was hearty, wild and tree 3 

tle luv d, aud I his ove repaid, 
Then Lickey was the lad for me. 


When Dover firand, my nappy lot, 
An Wiliam tere my love did crown ; 
You gi ck and Jemmy | torgot, 
Kitty fair, and Dublin town: 
For William v 45 a gentle youth, 
"Foo baſnfu', ner 700 bold was he; 
He laid he lov'd, and told me wath, 
Ind William was : ae lad for me. 


SONG, 


1 


3 5 N 8. 


Sung in Midas. 
H happy hours, how ficeting, 


Ye danc'd on down aw 7 1 
Vhen, my ſoft vows repeating 


At Daphne's feet! lay. 


But from her charms when ſunder'd, 
As Mlidas' irowns preſage; 

Each hour will ſcem an kuadred, 
Each day appear an age, 


THE SEN TIMENT SOX Go ; 
Tun: —8 ing Tantararar: Taft all. 


2 o'er and grace aid, wo for buginel. 


prepare, 
Arrang' d right and left in ſupport of the chair, 
We'll chor us our ſongs as the circiing he palles, 


And mana ge our bumpers as mu nee? glaſſes. 
Vin T antarar GA, 7a aid, 


To your lip:, my cons i. als, the N lift, 
May we never want courage den put to a ſhift — 
Here's what tars diflike, and what hue: like beſt, 
What's that? — you may anſwer, KY Pris t %% . 
Sing 7 an. ararara, Se. 


5 Te Ye 


12 
Ye fowlers, who eager at des aim, 


Don't mark the maim'd covey, but mind better 
game; 


"Tis beauty's the ſport to repay ſportſmens trouble, 
And there may our pointers land fliff in the fubble 


Sing Tanr'ararara, Ic. 


To game we give laws, and game laws we have 


(kill in — 


Here's Lowe's laws, and they who love's laws are ful. 


filling : 
But newer may damſel. Sr to 'be ſport; : 


Nor ws /uffer aon n-juits ac ben call d into court, 


Sing 7. antararara, Ee. 


As the Indians are warring, our game we muſt fuſh, 


On our breaſts, as we lie, we preteat thro' a buſh— _ 
Here's the neſ$ in the buſh, and the bird neſting lower, 
Here's Midaleſex buſh fghting—reſt and recover. 


Sing T. antararara, Se. 


Aſthmatical gluttons exiſt but to eat, 
They, purchaſe repletions at each turtle treat; 
Love's feaſt boaſts a flavour unknown to made diſhes, 


Here's /ife's dainty, dreſs” 4 with the ſaveet ſauce of 


«es. 


| Sing Cr ts 


Fair befal every laſs, fair may fine ladies fall, 
No colour I'll fix on, but drink to them all : — 


The black, the brunette, and the golden lock'd | 


dame 


The lack of all locks and unlocking the ſame. 


= 7 antararara, Cc. 


More 


OB” ma 


1 ho | 


— 


_ 


And the wite of WIII. W attle, the real { afhet-maier, 3 


That the hungry be "I 7 evith 14h things let us ſay. 
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More upright fore-Kknowledge that lock is com- 
manding, 
Than all other locks. ay 1 or Locke's Uni 'erflancing; 
That lock has the cofret of Cupid within it, 
So, here” 5 9 the Cy, lads — e critical Minutes 


Sing T an'ararara, Se. 


Lads pour out libations from bottles and bowls 

T he mother of All- Saints 1: drunk by Ail- Soul.— 
Here's the woawn-bed 255 beauty which upraijes man, 
And beneath the tha'ich'd-houſe the miraculous cann. 


Sing T antararara, Oc. 


The Doc yar that furniſhes Great-Britain' s fleet, 
"The Bos binder g wives manutict'ring in ſheets 
The brown female reaper, W ho dares undertake her? 


— 


Sing Tantararara, Ec. 


Here's Bal h. "G's coc pit, aw here David jice d centry, 
Eve's Cujt 0112 2 Th ' c het Alem male the i eniry 
The plea)ant plc ctoa Er 2 5 4 it bb but 2 parny 
Trenici mates the lai! ffand 5 Frier, wife Ss mark. 


: | 8 
Sing T axtararara, Se. 


An avel: led 4 the rt. Ge [ent Ch away): 
The mil er's abi. s mujic==the lajs that's (amb like, 
And fence of the farmer on the top of love 5 dyke. 


Sins Tantararara, c. 


„„ | Dut 


1 
But why from this round about phraſe muſt 
guels*d, 
What in ons hogle > ſyllable's better expreſs'd ? 
That ſyllable then 1 my ee 
So licze's to that word, WRICH 1 1s, oe award fer all. 


be 


Sings Taniararara, Se. 


8 O N G. 
FATHER PAUL. 


E T grave Divines preach up dul rules, 
And moral wit refine : | 
T he precept- taught in Roman ſchools, 
Ve friars here dene. 


CHORUS: 


pores a health to father Paul, 
Vor flowing bowls 

| Inſpire the ious 

Of Jol triars all. 


When in the convent we are met, 
Wie laugh, we joke, we ſing; 

All wort; ily cares we there far get, 
For father Faul s Our king. 


Here's a Heal: 5 E 


NO 


——— 


— _ — 


* 
—— 
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No ahſolution we wil! give, 
Ye biue cy'd nuns, fo tair; 
No henediction here receive, 
But baniſh all your care. 
Here's a Halb, Se. 


With bead: and crocs, not held divine, 
We pray with fervent zeal 
To roſy Bacchus, god of wine, 
Wo does each joy reveal. 


Here's a Health, c. 


May ev'ry friar pleaſe his nun, 
ach nun her friar pleaſe; 

And each alike enjoy their tun 

With freedom and with eaſe. 

| 1 Here's a Health, Ec. 


Then all your bumpers, ſons of mirth, 
Let friars be the t oaſt; 
Long may they all exiſt on earth, 
Aud nuns their orders boaſt. | 
| 5 | Here's a Health, Oc. 
S8 N86. 
ar. PATRICK'S DAY IN THE MORNING. 


E lads and ye laſſes ſo buxom and clever. 
Wo come from Hibernia, of famous renown 3 


Put on your beſt bibs and be coming together, 


80 neatly yourſelves all adorning. 
= „ 


] 


The muſic ſhall be 4 g. 
Each ſhall be dancing. and kipping around; 
Green ſhamrock ſhall ſhine, fir, 
'To make us all fine, fir; 
Salt fith and potatoes 
Shall ſmoak, my dear creatures, | 
And nothing be wanting that there can be found 3 
Full bumpers ot wintkey, 
Will make us all friſcey 
On St. Partrick's day in che morning. 


St. Patrick he was of vaſt eſtimation, | 
And liv'd a great while, fir, before he was dead; 
He frighten'd the bug-a-bos out of the nation, 
So none of your ſneering and ſcorning; 
For many things he did moſt truly, 
All as clever as ciever could be; 
He bani{h'd the bugs, ſir, 
From blankets and rugs, fir, 
Ah! hub a boo, fir, | 
Wat more cou he do, fir ? 
Whatever he ſaid, fir, the blind couid not ſee : 85 
With heart like ſhelaly, 
Then let us be gaily | 
On St, Patrick's day in the morning. 


There's Phelim O' Fagan and ruddy-fac'd Paddy, 
With many tall fellows to make up the wake; 
Miſs Blarney will dance with her mammy and daddy 
And play till the evening's returning: 
With mirth and muſic, dance and caper, 
While each pretty Miſs, fir, 
We'll ſmuggle and kiſs, fir, 


And 


— 


— 


1 | 

And pull 'em and haul em, 

And tenderly maul em, 1 

Arrah, who in the world a 2 0 merry as we? | 
All this to begin, 6 | 
VWe-thr: * it no ſin, ſir, 0 

On St. Patrick's day in the morning. 


— heretic. outer 


S ON S. 


THE. W ISR. 


E T others ſing of flames and darts, | 
L And all love's lull-a- by; Li 
Ot crying eyes and cracking hearts, 

Tue deuce a bit will I : 
It you are willing, I'm ſo too, 
If not, why there's no more to do. 


Fi la la, 2 


Should you expetl in ſorrow's gue, 
I'll wear a woful face; 
Such maudlin mumm'ry J deſpiſe, 
Mine is no love-hick caſe: 
"Tis but my whim, e'en make it thine, 
Then whim to whim, and your's to mine. | 
| Fa la aa, Oc. 
Or, if you think, in golden rain, 
Like Jove, 14] pave my way; 
Such expectations are but vain, 
_ Pve only this to ſay ! 
_ You've ſomething that I would be at, 
ve ſomething too ſo tit for tat. | | 
„„ | Fa la ia, S. 


r. 
— — — 
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Your taſte, your talk, I may admire, 
Aud praite, with truth, your face; 
Your ſ{parx'ling eyes, chat \ deak Jchye, 
And give expreilion gra | 
Yet there's a 8 {']}1 not be bold, 
Nor lay, That's better tos than told. | 
Fa la la, Se. 


Well kens the laſs that I would win, 
And well I ken the road; 
He that is out would tain be in, 
A P. Itriot a- la- mode: 
As you re my ſov'reign, grant me grace, 
Lon! aik.a little place. 
| Fa la la, We: 


Leaſt raid, they ſay; is "ended ſoon— 
Wich You ' not Jiſpute; | 
III taltes the bons requsſted dee 
*F1s ſweet, Wen hort's the ſult: 
Then grant, with grace, the gift I ſuè, 
And le: GiCy, W ithoi — grace fall OO. 


Fa la la, De. 


N. 
SPANISH | DQUBLOONS, 


* away 8 brave bo 9s, hoiſt the fag, 
at the drum, 
"os; the freamers wave over the main; 
hen Old- E gland, fie calls, ſhe merrily calls, 
Ome, me can't call a ſailor in vain: 


Already 


Thoug n cave vou, and 1n2rrily venture dur lives, 


4. 7 J 
—_— we ſeem an Armada to Chace, | 
\lready behold the galicons ; 
Undau, ance, unconquer'd, ook death in the face, 
And return with a | load ot Deubloons. 


Then farewel, for a time, lovely ſweethearts, dear 
IRE Ig 
Nanc; , (Car not the fate of "True Blue; 


10 Har does we'll ever prove true: 
Wich tue go an Armada to "ch. 
With r. ” ture 5 rr the galleon, : 
Undaunten, anconuuer'd, look death in the face, 
And return with a load ut Voudblouns, 


THE BUS N CREW. 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 
HE bvly crew the ſails unbending, 
The hip in harbour tate arriv'd; 


Jack Oakum all his peri. is ending, 
Had made the Port where Ritt liv'd, 


His z ig sing no one dare attack it, 

161: fare and aft, at ez below; ; 
ng-quarter'd thous, check ſhirt, blue jacket, 
"Wi th trowiers like toe driven o- ]'. 


1 „ 
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His honeſt heart with pleaſure glowing, | 
He flew like lightning to the fide ; 


Scarce had he been a boat's length rowing, 
Before his Kitty he eſpy'd. 


A flowing pendant gaily flutter'd, 

From her neat-made hat of ſtraw; 
Red were her cheeks when firſt ſhe utter'd, 
It was her ſailor that ſhe ſaw. 


And now the gazing crew ſurround her, 
While ſecure from all alatms : 

Swift as a ball from a nine-pounder, 
They dart into each others arms. 


—  —  — 8 
$ Q N G. 
TIMOTHY, 
Sung by Mrs. Jordan. 


S I was a walking one morning in May, 
I heard a young damſel to ſigh and to lay, 
My true- love has left me twas but yeſterday, 
| He took his leave of me, and ſo went his way: 
The very next time that I did him ſee, 
He vow'd to be conftant, be conſtant to me : | 
T aſk'd him his name, and he made this reply, 


| 11 

My father's poſſeſs" dof nine hundred a year, 

| And I am his daughter and his only heir; 

Not a farthing of fortune he'll give me [ fear, 
It I marry with Y=O—U my dear: 

| Says he, if you'll wed me pray tell me your mind, 
| A huſband I'il m ake you both loving and kind ; 
And now to the Church, my dear, let us repair, 


Ne'er mind your F —A—I—H-E-R, 


They went to the Church and were married, they ſay, 
And went to the father the very fame day, 

_ Saying, honored father, we tell unto thee, 
That we are M—A—R —R—I—-E—D: 

With that the old Codger began for to flare, 
You've married my daughter and my only heir, 
But ſince it is ſo,—to it I comply, 

Wim T—_l_M—_O—_T—H—=Y. 


S 0 N 8. 
THE VIRTUE OF WINE, 
ETTER our heads than hearts ſhould ache, 
Love's childiſh empire we deſpiſe ; 


_ Good wine of him a ſlave can make, 
And force a lover to be wiſe. 


Wine ſweetens all the cares of peace, 

And takes the terror off from war: 
To love's affliction it gives eaſe, 

And to our joys does beſt prepare. ES 

1 : Dn gn” Better 


„ : 


Better out heads than hearts ſhould ache, 
Love's ehildiſh empire we deſpiſe: 

Good wine of him a flave can make, 
And force a lover to be witg. 


S ON G. 
BACCHUS'S BOAST. 


1 EN Bacchus, the patron of love, wit, and 
| mirth, 

With vineyards had planted the face of the earth; ; 
Tho' nations turn'd rebels, and broke from his tway, 
Come, drunk with his bounty, deny d to obey. 


Derry a0, TI's 


He harneſs'd his tygers, he marſha]}l*d his force, 
Silenus was ſutler, Lord Pan led the horie : 
The Ganges they paſs'd, came in fight of the foe, 
And truck them all 1 without ftriking a blow. 


Derry down, Sc 


Twas Pan did the feat, put their troops in a fright, 
For he lily ſtole into their camp over night; 

And while they were : ile"ping, n not 3 ſuch 
e ter, 

He drew off their wine, fil1'd their flaſks up with 
Water. | g 


Derry decun, Oc. 


mY A __ n 1 


13 J 


Next morn when they *woke, and their bottles pull'd 
out, 
The firſt gulp they took put them all to the rout ; 


They trembled from monarch to the meaneſt me- 


chanic, 


From whence comes the phraſe, *to put men in a 
panic. 


Derry down, Sc. 


Ye heroes of Europe, whoſe martial parade 
Attracts the ſoft ſenſe of each dreſs-tempted maid; 


Well judge of this ſcheme, and impartial declare, 


Could you with mere water, march fearleſs to war? 
ROE Gown, Te. 


The buck of the Greeks, Alexander by name, 


As much by his drinking as fighting got fame; 


He was ſure of the victory, lads, you mut think, 
Who drank but to conquer, and conquer'd to Der 


Derry ac. , Se. 


B foul pale- fac“ 4 villains, who only drank water, 


Great Cæſar was Sragg'd to the ſenate- houſe 


ſlaughter: 

Had they drank what they oug ght, they'd have drops 
their deſign, 

And no more ipilt his blood, thas we bucks ſpill our 
wine. 


Per ry draw n, Te. 


Tis by maxims more noble we nour iſh our youth, 


_ Kept conſtant to claret, they're conſtant to truth: 
On the virtues of wine we may lately depend, 


He who ien to o his bottle will tick to kis friend. 


Derry anden, Oe. 


| 


: 
i 
: 
: 
1 


—̃ — 8 


| m——_— 
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is wine (like the Sun) that invig'rates our hours, 
Wine bens our complexion, as Sol blooms the 


Now'rs: 

Aud as birds grateful ing when he ſp N nis bright 
ys, 

So we bucks, in full chorus, chaunt bright claret's 
wm” > de 
by 4 444 4 


Derry Cowen, Oc. 


Each roſe, when the ſun's from his hemiſpaere fled, 
Shuts his ba aves, dewy weeps, and hangs heavy his 
Head: 
When his wine's gone, each buck thus fa will be- 
come, 


Folds his arms, gives a ſigh, hides his head, and 


Kullss hone, 


Derry down, Oc. 


S 0 N 8. | 


BACCHUS'S TUN.. 


| OUND Arthur” s gay table ſome love to be | 
R gambling, 


Squandering their cath at their creditor's colt ; 
While ſome on the plains of Newmarket love ram- 
bling, 
Blund'ring too oft the wrong ide o'the polt : 
But pleaſure inviting, and women delighting, 
My ſpirits exdale and enrapture me moſt, 


With 
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With theſe ev 'ry vapour I chaſe, 
Rejecting the fiend of defpair : 
Look poverty full in the face, | 

And kick up the crutches of care. 


Ye formal, methodical ſons of ſubriety, 
Phlegmaric and cold: to ſeſtivity coy, 
Who ne'er knew the pleatures of mir chtul leder 
Whole larum of ine feldom wakes into Joy ; 
Adieu to ſuch notions! tor Bacchus's potions, 
- Inſpiring good humour, far better prize; 
Go preach your dull maxims elle. here, 
Shake your noddles, and ſeem to look wiſe; 
To me your dull precepts torbear, 
Believe me your cant 1 ceipile. 


What Pope has aſcrib'd to the fountain poetical, 
Hoi, 7 2 with reipect to the prope” $ n 
1871 24M ; 
Mai tain it 1 wil againſt all that are W f 
However ablurd the maxims may ſeem : 


With dranghts that are ſhallow the head's over 


meiiow, 
Then ſnap goes the ax1s that kolds np the brain : 
But 3 g large bumper 1n{pires 
The animal th by of each vein; 
Rekindles the ſoul's dying tires, 
And nakes as all tober again. 


Then toſs off your ir bumpers, you ſons of v irility, ' 
So ſhail ye triumph o'er Bacchus's tun; 

Be merry, my boys, and enjoy rifibrity, 
Happi, nels ri{cs trom lau Zhter aud fun: 


a: 9 
To make the glaſs ſweeter, our pleaſures com- 
pleter, g 
Dear woman ſteps in with a look de bone air, 
She the waſte of love's ledger repairs 
She makes herielf kind as ſhe's talr: 
Her hand moſt good natur'uly teas 
Ev'ry leaf tro.n the volume of care. 


„ 
FRIENDSHIP AND WINE, 


ET the grave and the gay enjoy life how they 
may, | 
My pleaſures their pleaſures ſurpaſs ; 
Go the world well or ill, 'tis che {ame with me Kill, 
I have but my friend and my S laſs. 


The lover may ſigh, the courtier may he. 
And Crœſus his treaſure amals ; 
All the joys are but vain that are blended with pain, 
So I'll ſtand by my ſriend and my glals, 


New liſe wine inſpires, and creates new deſires, 
And oft wins the lover his laſs : 

Or his courage prepares to di{dain the nymph ars. | 

So I'll {tick to my friend and my glaſs. 


The earth ſucks the rain, the fan draws the main, 
With the earth we are all ia a clafs ; | 
Then enliven the clay, let us live while we may, 
And I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. * 
: Tis 
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Tis friendſhip and wine only life can refine, 
We care not whate'er comes to pals 
With courtiers or great men, there's none of us 
ſtateſmen; 
Come Here's to our friend and our glass. 


S8 O N G. 
NEPTUNL'S ie 


AD Neptune when firſt he wok charge of the 
fea, 
Been as wile, or at leaſt been as merry as we, 
He'd have thought better on't, and inſtead of the 
brine, - © 
He'd have fill'd the valt ocean with n wine. 


What trafficking then would have 1 on the main, 


For the fake of good liquor, as well as for gain? 
No tear then of tempett, or danger of ſinking, 
The fiſhes ne'er drown that are always a drinking. 


The hot t hirſiy ſan then would Shiv with more hafte, 


Secure in the ev 'ning ot luch a repalt ; 
And when he'd got tiply would have taken his nap 
W ith double the plealure ! in Theus' s lap. 


By the force of his rays, and thus heated with wine, 
Conſider how glorioufly Phœbus would ſhine : 
What vaſt exhalations he'd draw up on high, 

Io relieve the poor earth as it wanted ſupply. 


r 
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To fill all our veſſels, and fill them again! 
Nay, even the beggar that has ne'er a diſh, 
Might jump in the river, and drink like a fiſh, 


What mirth and contentment in every one's brow, 
Hob, as great as a prince, dancing atter the plow ! 
4 he birds in the air, as they play on the wing, 
Altho' they but ſip, would eternally ſing. 


The ſtars, who I think don't to drinking incline, 
Would frifk and rejoice at the tume ot the wine, 
And merrily twinkling, would ſoon let us know 
1 hat they were as happy as mortals below. 


Had this been the caſe, what had we then enjoy'd, 
Our ipirits ſtill riſing, our fancy ne er coy d | 

A pox then on Neptune, when *twas in his pow'r, 
To ihp, like a fool, ſuch a fortunate hour. 


$ 0 N. 
BACCHUS'S RAYS. 


Sg ONS of Bacchus let's be gay. 


5 ; 1 } ; .-" 1 1 5 
Nimbly move the cheerful glats 


5 


Life is ſhort and glides away, 
Let it then in pleaſure pass: 
Phoebus now may hide his light, 

Silver Cynthia ceale to ſhine, 
Bacchus? ravs are far more bright, 
Sparkling from the gen'rous wine. 


How happy us mortals when bleſs'd with fuch rain, 


oa Gb 
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When the nymph i is coy and cold, 
And puts on a ſcornful air; 
Bacchus makes the lover bold, 
Courage ever gains the fair: 
While the fool who waſtes his time, 
Trifling v'er inſipid tea, 
Ne'er can aim at things ſublime, 


Till he — drinks like me. 


THE WAND'RING TAR, 


B; F. B. Sheridan, L. 


HE wand'ring Tar, who not for years had 
preſt, 


The widow'd partner of his day of reſt, 
On the cold deck, far from her arms remov'd, 
He hums the ditty which his Suſan lov'd ; 
And while around the cadence rude 1s blows, 
The boatſwain whiſtles 1 in a | ſofter tone, 


The ſoldier, fairly proud of wounds and toil, 
Pants for the triumph of his Nancy's ſmile ; 
But ere the battle ſhould he hear her cries, 
'The lover trembles, and the hero dies !-— 

That heart, by war and honour ſteel'd to fear, 
Droops at a figh, and fickens at a tear, 


In 
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female breaſts, did ſenſe and merit rule, 
The lover's mind would aſk no other ſchool; 
Sham'd into ſenſe, the ſcholars of our eyes, 
Our beaux from gallantry would ſoon be wiſe : 
Would gladly light, their howage to improv e. 
The lamp of knowledge at the torch of love. 


:$ ©0-N- . 


THE MID WATCH, 


Hy K. Z. Sheridan, E/. 


HEN tis nicks: and the mid- watch is come, 


And chilling miſts hang o'er the darken'd 
main; 
T hen ſailors think on their far diſtanic 3 
and of thoſe friends they ne er may ſee again: 
But u hen the fights begun, 
Each icrving at his gun, 
Should any thou it of them come o'er his mind; 
We T but £10u1d the day be won, 
How 'twill cheer 
Their hearts, to hear 
That their old companion he was one. 


Or. my lad, if you a miſtreſs ki ind 
e left on ſhore, fome pretty girl and true, 
Who > many a night doth liſten to the wind, 


And hghs to thirk how it may tare with you: > 
| . 0; 
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O, when the hght's begun, 

Each ier ga his gun, | 
Should any USO, i.oi ner come o'er your mind; 

I ivk only thuuldu the day Be won, 

How till cheer 

Lier acart, de hear, 
That her own tive ſailor he was one. 


ELLIOT'S VICTORY. 


\OR ever be recorded chat glorious day, 


When brave and gallant Elliot, with his 
choſen few, 


True! Feitiſh heroes, with Britiſh valour ſteel'd, 

* Srear and mighty hoſt of toes o'erthiew © 
He, like the impervious rock, 
Stood firm amid the Heck; 

No ſears could ſhake his daring foul, 
The ftreams of blood 

Pour'd like a flood; 

And thunders ihook from pole to pole. 


Hart: how the cannon, with imperuous roar, 

Dea! dread deſtruction *mid lurrounding toes ; 
Prince: and people line the diſtant ſhore, 

Aud weep, in ſilent awe, their country's woes: 


Nw 
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Now hear the whiſtling ſhot, 
The balls they fly red hot: 
The hulls are all on fire: 
Look ev'ry way, 
Death and diſmay, 
Will ſurely make the foe retire, 


The gun-boats all advance, by valiant Curtis led, 
Not thunder, ſea, nor fire, can daunt Britannia's 
ſon; | 
Rous'd from the deep, old Neptune rears his head, 
Well pleas'd to fee the fight ſo nobly won: 
E'en now before our ſight, 
They fink in endleſs night; 
Behold the wretched fallen crew“ 
From wat'ry grave, 


The poor, diſtreſs d, ſurviving few. 


Britannia joy ful now appears, 

Her godlike chiefs to crown ; | 
Fame ſounds her golden trump on high, 
To deeds of high renown, 


Whilſt Britain's ſons ſo firm unite, 
And heroes ſuch command ; 
No envious hoſtile foe will dare, 
Diſturb a happy land. 


K ow 


E 
. 


THE GENERAL HUNT. 


O horſe ye jolly ſportſmen, 
And greet the new-born day ; 
Inceſſant, lol thro! nature's field, 
Back « creature hunts his prey. 


And a hunting we awill . 


Dame Nature teaches Reynard craft 
T'o'er reach the feather'd flocks 

And we purſue the chidi g dogs, 

| While they run Gown the fox. 


And a . & c. 


| Mankind hunt one ke 
Lour great men hunt the ſmall; 
Some hunt for heaven, and ſome for hell; 
Old ſatan hunts us all. 


| And a hun ing, Se. 


Some fain would hunt for honour, 
| A game that's hard to find: 
The needy hunt for charity, 
And may go hunt the wind. 


And a burting, Se. 


n Oar 
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Our patriots loudly bellow, 


The nation's deſp'rate caſe ; 
While all their ſtir and buſtle's made 
In hunting for a place. 


Full cry, the tories hunt the whigs, 
Who in their turn purſue ; 


And running one another down, 


Kum, down their country too. 


And a bunting, Sc. 


The lawyer hunts out quibbles, 
Your title to maintain: 


Hell hunt the right till it be wrong, 


Then hunt it back again. 


The toper daily hunts his pot, 


Both care and ſenſe to drown; 


| "Whilſt gamettors hunt another's purſe 


And! ioic light of their own. 
And a beatings Ee. 


The laſſes 3 88 EAT 
Each lover hunts his lass; 
The fop in chace of his dear face, 
_ Hunts out his looking glatis, 
| An 7 4 bunting, 2 e. 


O'er hill and dale with horn and had: 
Let's hunt, boys, while ' tis light; 
Then joy6us we'll o'er flowing bowls 

Revive ihe chace at nigat. 


And a hunting, Sc. 


And a hunting , Ws - 


Anda hunting, Oc. 
SONG. 
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= VVV 
f | FORCE OF LOVE. 


OTL in hopes to get the better 

1 Of my ſtubborn fate I try; 

Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 


Now prepar'd with ſcorn to meet her, 
Ev*ry charm in thought I brave; 
Then, relapſing, fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf her ſlave. 


0 N 8. 


4 THE NEGLECTED TARS OP BRITAIN. 
Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


1 Sing the Britiſh ſeaman's praiſe, 

A theme renown'd in [tory ; 

It well deſerves more poliſh'd lays, 
Ohl! 'tis your boaſt and glory: 

When mad-brain'd war ſpreads death around, 
By them ycu are proc. ered ; 

| But when in peace tue wathon's found, 

j Theſe bulwarks are ncegi<cted. 

| { I ben O] protect the aardy Tar, 
1 Be mindful of his merit; 

And «he pai your plung'd i in war, 
He'll ihew his daring {pirit. 


2 0 | Wie 
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When chickeſt darkneſs covers all, 
Far on the trackleis occan ; 

When lightning darts, when thunders roll, 
Aud all is wild commotion : 

When tie bark on the white top'd waves, 
With boiit'rous iwcep are rolling; 

Yet coc, itill the wavle he braves, 
Uutam'd amidſt the howling. 


J ben Ob, prote.?, Tc, 


When deep immers'd in {ulpti'rous ſmoke, 
He feels a glowing pleauic : 

He loads his gun, or e. lacks Ale joke, 
Elated beyond mexature : 

Though tore and att tc blood ſtain' d Soak: 
Should lit ne: Trails appear 

Or thoutd the veilelitoat 2 e 
i he ſallor kno ws no fear. 


Thca Oh, protect, Ve. 


When long becalm'd on OS Tet brine, 
Where ſcorching beams aſſall him; 

When all the canvas nanys ſap l ne, 
And food and water fail him: 

Tnen oft he dreams of Biitain's ſhore, 
Were plenty still is re. ning ; 

T hey call the watch=—h: ap: vre's o'er, 
He fiighs—but ſcorns complaining, 


Then h, trotect, Oc. 


Or burning on that noxious coaſt, 
here death fo oft befriends him; 
Or pinch'd by hoary -Greenland's troft, 
True courage ſtill attends him: 


No 


. 


— — 


| 
Q 
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No clime can this eradicate, 
kle glories in annoyance ; 


He fearleſs braves the forms of late, 


And bids grim death denance. 
Then On, proeſect, Sc. 


Why ſhould the man who knows no fears, 
In Peace bc chen neg! ected'? 

Behold him moving long the piers, 
Pale, meagre, and dejected: 


Behold him begying * employ, 


Benold him diſregar ded; 
Then view the anguiſh in his eye, 
And lay, are Lars rewarded ? 


Then Oh, protect, Oc. | 


To them your deareſt ok you owe, 


In Peace then would you ftarve them ? 


What ſay ye, Britain's ſons—Ohl no, 


Protect them and preſerve them: 
Shield them from poverty and pain, 
I is policy to do it; 
Or when grim war mal! come again, 
Oh, Britons, you may rue It, | 


CHORUS, 


Then Oh! prote the ha i Tar, 


Be mindtul of his mer: t; 
And when again you're plung'd in war, 


* * O 
He'll the! iv hig daring pirit. 


SONG. 
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&A-LITFLE MEL LOW, 
\ Briming glaG is my delight. 
I'm not aſham'd to tell O; 


And I am happy ev'ry night 
When I'm a little mellow. 


A pretty girl I love to kiſs, 
As p.ca> d as Punciiinello; 
There ſwely is no harm in this, 
When I'm a little mellow. 


A pleaſing ſong, a catch or glee, 
With repture makes me {well O; 
No mortal is more bleſs'd than me, 
When I'm a little mellow. 


Then come, my friends, an! join with me, 
Each hearty honeſt fellow; 

For ev'ry night we'll merry be, 
When we re a little mellow. 


S O N G. 


FN Charles the Second's merry days, ; 
For wanton trolics noted; | 
& lover of cabal 1 was, 
Wich wine like Lacchus bloated : 


1 
I preach'd unto my crowded pews, 
Wine was by Heav'ns command, fir; 


And damn'd was he who did refuſe, 
To drink while he cou'd ſtand, fir, 


CHORUS. 


That this is law I will maintain, 
Unze my dving day, fir ; 

Let whatſoever king will reign, 
wm drink my g gallon a day, lic, 


When James the Scot aſſum'd the throne, 
le ſtrove to ſtand alone, fir, 
But quickly got fo drunk, that down 
He tumbled from the throne, fir : 
One morniag crop- ſick, pale, and queer, 
By ſitting up with gay men, 
He reel'd to Rome, where prieſts ſevere, 
Deny the cup to laymen. 
_ That this is law, Sc. 


Whentipling Will the Dutchman, ſav'd 
Our liberties from ſinking, 

We crown'd him king of cups, and crav 'd 
The privilege of drinking : 

He drank your Hollands, pints 'tis faid, 
And held 1 ; | 

Fool not to know the tipling trade, 

Admits no trepidation. = — 

That ihis is law, Ec. 
KC. 83333 
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When Brandy Nan became our queen, 
"I'was all a drunken ftory ; 
I fat and drank from morn to e'en, 
And ſo was thought a tory : 
Brimful of grog, all ſober Ons. - 
We damn'd, and moderation ) 
Till for right Nantz we pawn'u to France 
Our deareſt reputation. 


That this is law, Oc. 


When Ga the firſt came to the throne, 
He took the reſolution, | 

To drink all forts of liquors known, 

To ſave the conſtitution : 

He drank ſucceſs in rare old Rum, 
Unto tae itate, and church, fir ; 

Till with a cup of Brunſwick mum, 2 
He cripp d trom off the perch, fir. 


That this is law, 2 ns 


Ring George the Second then aroſe, 
| A wile and valiant ſoul, fir; 

He lov'd his people, beat his toes, 

And puſh'd about the bowl, fir : 

H- drank his fill to Chatham Will, 

To heroes for he choſe 'em; 
With us true Britons he drank, until! 

He ſlept in Abraham's boſom, | | 


That ihis is law, Cc. 


Hts 
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[Its preſent Maieſty then came, 
Who may heaven lo: ng preterve, ſir, 
He g loried ina Briton's name, 
And ſwore he'd never {werve, fir: 
Tho! evil counſellors did think, 
| iis love from us to fever, 
| vet! let us loyal Britons FEY 
king George the Third for ever. 
That this is law, Sc. 


8-0 . 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter, 


F life is a bubble and breaks with a blaſt, 

You muſt tots of your wine if you wiſh it to laſt; 
For this bubble may well be deſtroy'd with a puff, 

If it is not kept float ing in liquor enough, 


If life is a flower, as philoſophers ſay, 

"Tis a very an hint, underſtood the right way: 
For it life is a flower, any ble ckhead can tell, 

If you'd have it looks freih, you mult moiſten it well. 


This life is no more than a journey ?tis ſaid, 
Waen the roads, for moſt parts, are confoundedly 
bad: 8 


Then let wine be our four; and each traveller will 
own, 


That, whatever the roads, we jog merrily on. 
K 5 This 
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This world, to a Theatre likend has been, 

Whcre each ma 1 around has a part in the ſcene: 

Ti our part to get drunk, and 'tis matter of fact, 

That the more you all i, boys, the better you'll | 
act. 


This lite is a dream, in which many will weep, 

Who have ſtrange filly fancies, and cry in their 
tleep : 

But for us, when we u ake from our dream, "twill 
be laid, 

That the tears of the tankard were all that we ſhed. 


SEA SONG. 


HAT argufies pride or ambition, 
Soon or late deatn will take us in tow, 
Each bullet has got its commiſſion, 
Aud when our time comes we muſt go. 


E HRO. 


Then drink and ſing, hang pain and ſorrows 
The halter was made for the neck; 

He that's now live and luſty—tomorrow, 
Perhaps may be ttretch'd on the deck. 


There 


1 

There was little Tom Linſtock of Dover, 
Got kill'd and left Polly in pain; 
Poll cried, — but her grief was ſoon over, 


And then ſhe got married again. 
| T hen n ink, Cc. 


Jack Junk was ill us'd by Bet Crocker, 
And ſo took to ſucking the ſtuff, 

Till he tumbled in old Davy's locker, 
And then he got liquor enough. 


Then arin:, Se. 


To a ſailor, ſays one, pray go never 
To ſea, your friends die there, 'tis ſaid; 
Says Jack, will you ſit up for ever, 
Becauſe your triends died in their bed. 5 
Then drink, Oc. 


For our prize-money, then to the proctor, | 
Take of joy while *tis going our freak; 

For what argufies calling the doctor, 
When the anchor of lite is a peak. 


Then arina, Te, 
$ 0 86. 
VANITY. 


HE man who does for freedom roar, 
His eloquence diſplays ; 
Expatiates gainſt deſpotic po r, 
And gains a nation praite: 
Each it inder by may plainly tee, 
The Patriot s fir'd wv ith Vanity. 


* * — 
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The ſoldier eagerly purſues, 
The airy phantom, fame; 


The author too the public ſues, 


In hopes to get a name: 
Vet, both alike, appear to be, 
Inſpir'd by nought but vanity. 


The fimple maid whoſe beſt attire, 
Is but a linen gown ; 

Neat clad trips out, while round admire, 
Each gaping country clown : 

Vet ſhe doth feel as well as we, 


Her boſom glow with vanity. 


The man who feels another's woes, 
And docs thoſe woes relieve ; 
Who feels the bleſſings he beſtows, 

Vor will juſt praiſe receive: 
A heart like this is wholly free, 
From tolly, pride, and vanity. 


S 00 N 6. 
THE 1IO PER. : 
| Sung in the Farmer, 
OW bright are the joys of the table, 
I mean when the cloth is remov'd ; 


Qur aearts are fait held by a cable, 
Wnile round the decanter is ſhov'd ; 


The 
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Tue ladies all riſe to retire, 
We ſtand up and look very ps Ve, 


A bumper, then draw round the fic, 
Determine like touls to behave. 


My ſervant, he knows I'm a toper, 
„Clean glaſſes, of wine a recruit; 

He brings in a 6x bottle cooper, 
And places it cloſe at my fcot: 

1 gingerly take up a bottle, | 
The ſaw-duſt I puff from nis co 5 

The cork out, he tings in the throttle, 
But tweeter than Mara his note. 


What Gentleman coffee now chuſes ??? 
The compliment comes from the fair; 
No gentleman coffee refuſes, 
But not a man ftirs from his chair: 
Tho” frenchmen may do fo, l bar it, 
With Britiſh politeneſs I think ; 
While Monſieur we thank for his daver: 
He never ſhall teach us to drink. 


Gay Hebe now ſhews in Apollo, 

A itruggle ' twixt claret and wit; 
For Bacchus inſiſts he ſhall ſwallow, 

Six bumpers before he may fit : 
Ye tair, why ſo ill mould we treat you, 
10 part e're the bottle is Kon? | 
At ſupper Apollo ſhall meet you, 
And thew you what Bacchus has done. 


SO: . 


16 J 
8 0 . 


THE CONVIVIAL POET. 


ORD: Lord, without victuals and drink, 
We Poets muſt give up each train; ; 
They help us poor devils to think, 
And thraſh with more vigour our brain, 


Without ina and drink, Lord, the world were 
undone, 
'Tis the ſoul of the world, *tis the fine qua non. 


The ſoldier, midſt battle's alarm, 
Without them could ill face his foe; 
So faint would he handle his arms, 
And draw with ſuch weakneſs his bow. 
Withaut, Sc. 


What would ladies and gentlemen do, 
That ſay ſuch fine things to each ocher : ? 
They would never be able to coo, 
Taey would never be father and mother. 
Hithout, Sc. 


Then hey for good victuals and drink, 
Who is there chat would net carouſe? 
Whoever he may be, I think, 
iie's not to be found in this houſe, 
| : | Wii. hout, Ce, 


SONG. 
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0 N G. 
A CLASS OF GOOD WINE. 


Y merry companions, fo jov:al and free, 
You know I'm a poet, then liſten to me 

_ Inſpire my mule, jolly Bacchus divine, 

Pl chaunt 1 in the praiſe of a glaſs of good wine. 


The female whoſe flattering Hoking-glaſs tells, 
How much all the reſt of her {ex ſhe excels ; 

In vain from its aid may attempt to outſhine, 
More charms ſhe'd receive from a glais of good wine. 


The ſhort -ſighted ſpark, with perſpective apply a, 
In putting the fair to the bluſh takes d pride; 
Give o'er, bold intruder, you; Cruel dehgn, 
Greater beauties you'll find in a ylats of good wine. 


Old bald- pated Time, who good company ſpoils, 


When pleajure is reiyniag and good aumour imiles, 
With us round the bowl would moit Ccheartully join, 


Was his hour-glaſs chang' J to a glas of good wine. 


If then ſuch perfectic ns the grape does produce, 
Ye powers above jend enough ter dur ulc ; 
Your bounty to prove drain the fea of itz brine, 
And let it again ebb and flow with good wine. 


SONG. 


SHE CAN NOT TELL WHAT. 


U HEN F anny to woman 15 growing apace, 
* The roie-bud beginning to blo! „in her face; 
For mamma's wife precepts the cares not a jot, 

Her heart pants for ſomething, ſhe caanot tell what. 


No ſooner the wanton her treedom obtains, 
1 When among the gay youth a tyrant the reigns, 
1 And finding her beauty ſuch power has got, 
1 Her heart pants for ſomething, ſhe cannot tell what, 


Tho” all day in ſplendor ſhe flaunts it about, 

At court, park and play , 11dotto and rout 

Tho? flatter'd and envy'd, the pines at her lot, 
Her heart pants for ſomething, ſhe cannot tell what. 


A touch of the hand, or a glance of the eye, 

From him ſhe likes beſt, makes her ready to die; 
Not knowing 'tis Cupid his arrow has ſhot, 

ter heart pants for (ſomething, the cannot tell what, 


Ye fair take advice, and be bleſs'd le 3 you may, 
Each look, word and action, your wiſhes betray ; 
Give eale to your hearts by the conjugal knot, 


Tho” they pant e'er ſo much, vou Wal toon know for 
what, 


SONG, 
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HEN hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, 
My heart it was going to break; 
My life appear'd worthleſs my care, 
But now I wul ſav't for thy fake. 


Where'er my love travels by day, 
Wherever he lodges by night, 

Wich me his dear image ſhall ſtay, 
And my foul keep him ever in ſight, 


With patience I'll wait che hag year, 
And ſtudy the gentleſt charms ; 
Hope time away till thou appear, 
To lock thee tor aye in my arms. 


Whilſt thou was't a ſhepherd I priz'd 
No higher degree iu this lite ; 

But now ['ll endeavour to rile 
To a height that's becoming a wife. 


For beauty, that's only ſkin deep, 


Muſt tale like the gowans in May: 
But inwardly rooted will Keep _ 
For ever without a decay. 


Nor age, nor the changes of life 
Can quench | the tair fire of love, 

If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife, | 
And the hulband have fenſe to approve. 


SONG. 
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S ON G. 


THE JQVIAL PHILOSOPHER, 


E content in your ſtation, my friend, 
The maxim, is prohatum eff : 
Life's ſhort from beginning to end, 
Then let us paſs thro' it with zeſt. 


The monarch ſurrounded by fame, 

Cau taſte no more pleaſure than you; 
His paſſions and feelings the ſame, 
Doelires and wiſhes as few. 


The cobler who hugs his brown laſs, 
Feels emotions of love tull as ſtron 

As thofe of a much higher claſs, 
And glories he won her by ſong. 


For he loſs of a nail tinker's rage, 

As much as for realms, a great king; 
With clamours our ears both engage, 

And much the ſame peal they both ring. 


On my word, my good friend, we're a crowd. 
© Vari! gated among great and ſmall ; 
We take 1t by turns to be proud, 

And likewiſe by turns riſe and fall. 


Like 


1 11 
Like actors, who ſtrut for an hour 
In all the grand flav ry of ſtate; 
Next day abdicated from power, | 
With pages o'er porter they Il prate. 


Then from an enlivening bowl, | 
While your reaſon holds good never flinch ; | 
For life's but a ſpan, my brave ſoul, 
Then faith we'll enjoy ev'ry inch. 


N86. 
THE FAN, © 


OR various purpoſe ſerves the fan, 
| As thus — a decent blind; 
Between the ſticks to peep at man, 

Nor yet betray your mind. 


Each action has a meaning plain, 
Reſentment's in the inap; 

A flirt expreſſes ſtrong diivain, 
Conſent, a gentle tap. 


All Paſſions will the fan diſcloſe, 
All modes of female art; 
And to advantage ſweetly ſhews, 

The hand if not the heart. 


Tis 
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'Tis bol“ ſcepter, h-ft de ſign'd, 


By love's capricidus boy: 
Wo knows“ ow lightly all mankind 
Are govern'd by a toy. 


$0 . 


ACCHUS, when merry, beſtriding his tun, 
Friclam'd a new neighbourly featt ; 
The nrſt that appear d wa» a man of the gown, 
A jolly parochial priett : 
He nll'd up us bowl, drank healths © to the church, 
Preferring 1 it to the King; 
Alcuo” he long lince left both in the lurch, 
Vet he Canced Uke any thing. 


The next was a talkative blade, whom we call 
A doctor of the civ.Q law, 


Who guzzicd and drank up the devil and ail, 


As tait as the drawers could draw : 
But heal ths to all nobles he ſtiffl) deny d, 
_ Tho? luſtily he could (will; 

Becauſe itil] the fatter the quality dy'd, 

It brought the more Zriſt to his mill. 


The next was a phyſician to ladies and lords, 
Who eaſes all Uckneſs and 107 . 

And conjures diſteinpers away with hard words; 
Which he knows is the head of his gain; 


Lie 
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He ſtepp'd from bis coach, fill'd his cup to the brim, 
And quathng did freely agree, 

That Bacchus, w ho gave us itch cordials to drink, 
Was a better phyiician than he. ; 


The next was a juſtice who never read law, 
With twenty 11io*mers behind; 
On free colt he tippled, and ſtill bid 'em d. aw. 
Tilt his worſhip had drunk himtelf blind: 
Then reeling away they all rambled in 9 ol 
Of drunkards and jilts of the town, 
That they might be Puniſh's to frighiten the reſt, 
Except they would drop him a crown. 


The fifth was a tricking attorney at law, 
by t tally -men chiefly employ J; 
Wholengthen'd his bill with co- ny and ma draw, 
And a hundred t uch Items beſide : | 
The hcaiths that he drank was to Weſtminſer-ha!l, 
An.. to all the grave dons ot tne gown ; 
Rependum & Petr , dorendum & Paul, 
Such Latin as never was known. 


The laſt that appear'd vas a ſoldier in red, 
With his hai, doublcu uiioer hi hat; 

Who was dy his Trace, a hic gentle man made, 
Tho' as hut ng.y and poor AS 2 Fat 

He iwore by us Gd, thu? ne lin d 5 his k ing, 
Or the help of tome imp«devr punk) | 

That he would not part ti he made the out ling, 
Anu himlielf moſt cuntouncedly drunk. 


SONG 
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S Oo N 6. 
THE BACCANALIAN. 


A CAN TATA. 
RECITATIVE. 
es 


S in a tavern toping Lewis drank 
The ſparkling juice in company with Frank; 


'Tell me, quoth he, can man in joy abound, 
For where, unleſs in wine, is pleaſure found ? 


AIX. 


Then leave off all thinking, 
There's pleaſure in drinking, 
That none but a buck can define; 
For the bottle and glais, 
I prefer to a laſs, 


And would fell the whole ſex for good wine. 


Oh! could I with eaſe, 
My palate but pleale, 
Ye gods! how in claret I'd roll; 
With a quantum of claret, 
Content in my garret, 

Id enjoy both my bottle and bowl. 


Then 


Fart eee 
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Then talk not of whoring, 
Of ranting and roaring, 
And kicking a duſt up at night; 
For I will maintain, 8 
Al! pleaſure is pain, 
W here the bottle procures not delight, 


P TT 


Then repleniſh the glaſs, 
Who denies is an aſs, 
The bottle, the glaſs, and the bowl; 
But he who r:ght thinks, 
And like myieit drinks, 
2 n him a buck and a ſoul. 


S O N G. 
THE HONEST FELLOW. 


HO” my dreſs as my manners, is imple and 
plain, 
| A raſcal I hate, and a knave I diſdain ; 
E My dealings are juſt, and my conſcience is clear, 
And I'm richer than thoſe who have thouſands a 
year. 


Tho' bent down with age, and for ſporting uncouth, 
I feel no remorſe from the folli-s of youth; 
| R I fill tell my tale, and rejoice iu my ſong, : 


And, yr boys, think my life not a moment too 
$ „ | 
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Let the conrtiers, thoſe dealers in grin and grimace, 
Creep under, dance over, for title or place ; 


Above all the titles that flow from a crown, 
Thoſe of hoae{t I prize, and chat title's my own. 


— — — — —C | — 
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A SAILOR's SONG. 


| N old England's bleſt ſhore t: 
Y We are landed once more, i: 
Secure from the ſtorms of tue main; | 


For great George, and his caute, 
Fer our country and laws, 
We have conquer'd and will do again, 


Where the ſun's orient ray, 

Firſt opens the day, 
On Indies extended domain; 

The fwarthy fac'd foes 

Who dar'd to oppole, 2 
We have conquer'd and will do again. 


Come, my brave hearts of oak, | 

Let us drink, ſing and joke, 
While here on the ſhore we remain; ” | 
When our country demands, 
With hearts, and with hands, | | 

We are ready—to conquer again. 
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S ON G. 
DANS VOTRE LIT. 


Sung by Mr. Dodd. 


ANS votre lit, my Fanny ſay, 
When paſt the buty hoars of day ; 
Stay and let me happy be, 
To find you ſometimes think on me. 


Dans votre lit. 


Put wether abſent or in view, 
My thoughts are fondly bent on you ; 
When in my dreams I'm full of glee, 
And in my arms emb acing thee, 
Dans votre lit. 


But ſoon as dawn appears, my fair, 

"The bliſsful viſion's loſt in _ar ; * 

Conſent, and you ſhall quickly ſee, 

"Twill make it ſweet reality, 
Dans votre lit. 


The ſoft con feſſion make, my fair, 
And with it glad my raptur'd ear; 
And in return I'll ſwear to thee, 
Ten thouſand worlds I'd give to be. . 
| PE Dar votre lit. 


14 So Nd. 
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$ 0 N 6. 
THOUGHTS OF MATRIMONY. 


Y father has forty good ſhillings, 
Ma Ha! ha! good ſhilhngs, 


And never dad daughter but I; 
My mother ſhe is right willing, 
Hie ha! right willing, 

That 1 ſhall have all when they die: 


C FF © B V.- $, 


And I wonder when I'll be marry'd 
Ha! ha! be marry'd ? 
My beauty begins to deca; ! 
It's time to catch hold of (4. .acbody, 


Ha! ha! ſomebody ! 
Betore they be all run away. 


My ſhoes they are at the mending, 

My buckles they ere in tae cheſt; 

My ſtockings are ready for ſending, 

Then l'll be as braw as the belt. 
An I wonder, Oc. 


My father will give me a ladle, 
At my wedding we'll have a good ſong ; ; 
For my uncle will give me a cradle, 
To rock my chili in waen it's young. 
Ad wender, Fc, 


——— — .. — — 


. 
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S ON G. 


OUNG 1 am, and fore afraid. 
Wou'd you hurt a harmleſs maid? 
Lead an innocent aftray, 
Temp: me not, kind ſir, I pray, 


Men too often we believe, 

And it you ſhould me deceive, 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 

Sure my tender heart would break. 


$.0- N06: 
THE RAKE AT LARGE, 
Sung by My, Edwin. 


COKE, FI Ma'am, I'm quite the hing, 
Nattibus hey! tippity ho! 
In my ſhoe I wear a ſtring; | 
Tied in a black bow, ſo: 


Cards and dice, I've montt'rous luck; 


I'm no drake yet keep a duck, 
Tho' not married, yet I'm a buck, 
Lantherum ſwaſh, kee-vi. 
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I've a purſe well ftock'd with braſs, 
Chinkety hey! tinkity ho! 

I've good eyes, but cock my glaſs, 

Stare about, ſquintum ho! 

In two boots I boldly walk, 

Piſtol, ſword, I never balk, 

Meet my man and bravely talk, 

Pippity pop, coupe. 


0 
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Sometimes mount a ſmart cockade, 
Puddydum hey, ſtruttledum ho ! 

From High Park to the Parade, 
Cock my carey kee: 

As I paſs a ſentry-box, 

Soldiers reſt their bright firelocks, 

Each about his muſket knocks, 
Rattledum flap, to me! 


In the Mall, Ma'am gives her card 
Caſhedy me, kiflady the! _ 
Sit before the fable yard, 
Leg-orum lounge a-row ; 
Pretty things I ſoftly lay 
When I'm aſk'd our chairs to pay, £1 
Yes, fay; I, and walk away, PT 
Pennybus tartum, ho! | | | | 


At Boulogne I liv'd a week, | 

Fricaſee hey! trick a ſee ho! | 
There fine French I learn'd to ſqueak, 
Grinnybuſs Kiptum, ho! 


Slap 


She'll leer and gaze with fond 
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Slap French clack about, hateur, 
Newette chef dæuvre, bon douceur, 
En bon point, quel ſout m n cœur 
Fiddledee toll, hee hee! 


Rotten row, my ſunday-ride, 
Trottledum hey, tumble off, ho! 

Poney, eighteen- pence a fide, 
Windgall, glanderum ho! | 


Cricket 1 fam'd Lumpey nick, 


| Daddles. ſmouch Mendoza lick, 


Up to, ah! I'm juſt the kick, 
Allemande cap'rum toe, 


— NENT wnnm—_—s 
s O N G. 


ALL FOR THE CHIN. 


Sung by Mr. Edwin. 


: 8 K E a nymph ſo brifk and witty, 


Nimbly tripping thro? the Park, 
Throwing round her eyes ſo pretty, 
And ogting every powder'd ſpark ; 
Eügnt, | 
Invite you home and kiſs you too; 
Sigh, kneel and ſwear, my angel bright, 
Without your caſh, your killing won't do; 
With a long purſe ever go to your love, 
Chank it, chink it, there, O there! 


When your twinkum tankum, tol de rol lol de rol, 


Ha: ha! ha! ſhe'll love you dear. 


- wes Who'd 
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Who'd refuſe a lad of my inches, | 
So ſprightly, ſightly, neat, complete? | 
But wag-tails lur'd are by gold-finches, 
Tho” eyes may roll and pulſes beat: 
They'll leer and gaze with fond delight, 
Lou tip 'em an ogle, they ogle too 


My dove, my duck, my angel bright, 


Without your caſh your kiſſing won't do! 
With a long purſe ever goto your love, 
Chink it, chink it, there, O there ! 
When y6u twinkum twankum, tol de rol lol de rol, 
Ha! ha! ha! then ſhe'll love you dear. 


„ 0 N 
bor AND CARRY on. 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, 


OUNDS, ſhillings, pence, and farthings, 8 


Have at my fingers end, 


And how to ſell, and how to buy, 


To borrow, or to lend: 
But this, tho' I ne'er went to ſchool, 
My pate has ran upon, 


_ Adlition be my golden rule, 


Ha! dot, and carry one. 


| At 


uae oe 
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At lofs and gain a ſcholar got, 
Right early was I taught 

To gain of guineas all I could, 
To loſe the devil a groat : 

For fractions and divifions, When 
They practiſe ſword and gun, 

Subtract myſelf I will, and then 
Ha! dot and carry one. 


But words no more I'll numerate, 
And thus ſum total lies ; | 

Of war no more I Il fing or prate, 

Reduction [I'll deſpite : 

And, if cockade and roguiſh eye 
Has not my Suſan won; 

If ſhe's reſolvꝰd to multiply, 
Ha! dot and carry one. 


TIGHT LITTLE rr. 
Sung by Mr. Ecavin, 


T OO K. maids, I cock my hat, 
— John's but a poor creature; 
Sam's ſkinny, Bob's fat, 
All fools to little Peter! 
. e Ev'ry . 
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Ev' ry girl's chin is cockin 

Twig my leg and tight filk locking, 
An't I the clean thang ? 

Tight boy, little Peter! 


Speak, maids, before it's late, 
You will find none neater; 
Fan, Nan, Patty, Kate, 
All come to little Peter ! 
I'm a lad © nzat and natty, 
S' bobs, girls, but I'll be at ye; 
Oh, I'm the clean thing, 


Tight boy, little Peter! 


Mind, maids, I'll pick out one, 
Phiz plump and fineſt feature: 


Gad, we'll have rare fun! 


Never fear little Peter : 
Cold, hot, and all weather, 


jollily we'll jog together, 


Zounds, I'm the clean thing, 


Tg Boy, little ae 


THE CHAMBERMAID» 


O T far from town, a country quire, 
An open hearted blade, 


Had long con 15 0 a ſtrong deſire, 


To kits the chamber-maid, 


To kits the chamber-maud : 


One 
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One ſummer's noon, quite fell of glee, 
He led het to the ſhade, 
And all beneath the mulberry tree, 
He kifs'd the chamber-maid, 
He kiſs'd the chamber-maid. 


The parſon's wife from window high, 
Ihe am'rous pair furvey'd; 

And ſoftly wilh'd, none can deny, 
She'd been the chamber-maid : 

When all was o'cr, poor Betty cry'd, 
Kind fir, I'm much afraid, | 

That woman there will tell your bride, 
Lou kils'd the chamber-maid. 


The 'ſquire conce:v'd a lueky thought, 
That the might not upbraid: 

And inſtantly the lady brought, 
Where he had kiſs'd her maid : 

Then all beneath the mulb'ry tree, 
Her ladythip was laid, 

And three times ſweetly kiſs'd was ſhe, 
juſt like her chamber-maid. 


Next morning came the parſon's wie, 
(For ſcandal was her trade) 8 
L ſaw your *ſquire, ma' am, on my life, 
Great with your chamber-maid : 
When, cry'd the lady, where, and how? 
I'll toon diſcharge the jade: 
Beneath the mulb'ry tree, I vow, 
He kiſs'd your chamber-maid. 5 
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| This fal hood, cry'd her Jadyſhip, 


Shall not my ſpouſe degrade ; 
"Twas 1 chanc'd there to make a lip, 
And not my chamber- maid : 
Both parties parted in a pet, 
Not truſting what was ſaid: 
And Betty keeps her ſervice yet, 
The pretty chamber-maid. 


S N 8. 
THE GENERAL OPINION, 
Fang by Mr. Edwin. 


HEN our Mayor, Land bleſs him, whoſe 
foi iner delight 

Was to make a day' s work of being boozy at night; 

Is forc'd now, e'er noon, his full quantum to fip, 


Leſt any thing fall "twixt the cup and the ** 


| Bewareofa tip, 
| Leſt any thing fail, &c. 


In a vis a- vis Bridget ſurpriſes the town, 
Who lately in pattens could trudge up and down; 


But twas N in her to lay pattens aſide, 
When ſhe found, by experience, he's A to ide. 
Oh, he on her guide! 
She tound by experience, &. | 
bk 1 Vour 
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Your Patriot, whoſe feelings are wond'rous nice, 
And refuſes each place—that is under his price; 
Finds his delicate conſcignce moſt ready to lip, 
When the penſions eſcape 'twixt the cup and the * 


Oh, it gives them the ſlip, 
When tne penſions, &c. 


The youth who has charm'd all the clubs with de- 


bate, 


And to ſhine in the Senate ſpends all his eſtate ; 

Soon finds from his ſpeeches no produce will come, 

And the firſt of all ſpeakers turn Orator Mum, 
Yes, 'twas all a hum, 


For the firſt of all ſpeakers, &c. 


Here am 1 too, who ſtudied the comforts of life, 


Having earn'd a ſnug farm, would poſſeſs a ſnug 
wife; 


But the loſs of my fame all my proſpects will nip, 
T was a triſle that fell *twixt the * and che lip. 
Oh, beware of a trip, 


Such trifles oft fall, &c. 


$0N 6. 


JACK BLOCK, 


ung by Mr. Edwin, 


W 1 EN I came back to my bonny Shadwell- 
1 dock, 


In my feathers and Jacket ſo airy; 


Tow the girls did ſtare at their friend Jack Block, 
L 6 : With 
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With his chip chow, 
Cherry chow, 


Rolty, ulty, ilty, row, 
Rowdie, olty, O. 


When with buxom Poll, at the Anchor {© blue, 
I call for a bowl of rambo; - 


Says ſhe, Jack your health; ſays I, here's to you. 
With my chip chow, To 


The Purſer he looked at me very big, 
And to Poll threw his loving palaver ; ; 
Bur the rumbo 1 lluic'd over his white chizzel'd wig. 


With my chip cha, S. 


His pipe being beake, Ok, d—n it how he ftares, 
Says he you muſt aik my pardon ; 


Says I, with all my heart, ſo J kick'd him down 
ſtairs. 


With my chip chow, Cc. - 


Then fays Pull, oh Jack, treat me to, the play, 
We're ſo fine let us go to the boxes; 
| like a box, ſays I, ſo we tripp'd it away. 


With my chip chow, Sec. 


Oh! there the Jack-a-dandies clapp'd and encor'd, 
Wip'd their boots on the ladies aprons ; 
Silence, . I, and very loudly I roar'd. 


With my chip chow, G. 


( 29 J 
The link boy he lighted us clean. in the mud, 
There he fingered our pockets ſo neatly, , 
With, your honour, take care; — Oh d—n his little 
blood. | 


BW ith my chip chow, Oe. 


Let us drink a health to little England, 
To great George and good Queen Charlotte; 
May our ſeamen always the ocean command. 
| Vith my chip choæu, Ce. 


* 
FOUR AND TWENTY FIDLERS, 
A COMIC ME l EY. 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, 


OUR and twenty fidlers all in a row, 
| Four and twenty fdlers, &. 
There was fiddle taddle fiddle, and doub 
| {em1 quibble down below; | 
This is my lady's birth day, , 
Therefore we will keep holiday, 

And come for to be merry, 


le de mi- 


Four 
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Four and twenty drummers all in a row, 
Four and twenty drummers, &c. 

And there was I rub a dub, O rub a _ 
And fiddle taddle fiddle, &c. 


Four and twenty trumpeters all in a row, 
Four and twenty trumpeters, &c. 
There was tantarararo, I rub a dub, &c. 


Four and twenty coblers all in a row, 
Four and twenty coblers, &c. 


There was coblers and ftop awls, ftop awls & coblers, 


And tantarararo, I rub a dub, &c. 


* 


Four and twenty fencing- maſters al in a row, 
Four and twenty tencing-maſters, &c. 


There was puſh carte and tierce, down with his heels 


and cut him acreſs, 
Coblers and {top awls, ſtop awls and coblers, de. 


Four and twenty captains all in a row, 
Four and twenty captains, &c. 

There was d—n him, kick him down ſtairs, 
Puſh carte and tierce, &c. 


Four and twenty parſons all in a row. 
Four and twenty parſons, &c. 
There was L—d have mercy upon us, 


- mY him, kick him down ſtairs, &c. 


Four 


— 
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Four and twenty taylors all in a row, 
Four and twenty taylors, &c. | 
There was one caught a louſe, another let him looſe, 
D—n his eyes, ſays another, knock him _y with 
| the goole ; 
Lord | have Mercy upon us, Kc. 


Four and twenty barbers all in a row, 
Four and twenty barbers, &c. 

There was long wigs, toupees, frizee, frize, powder 
and pomatum, two ruffles and never a thirt ; 
d—n'd hard times, walk in your honours—aad 
ſhave for a penny; 

One caught a loute, &c. 


Four and twenty quakers all in a row, 
Four and twenty quakers, &c. 
There was Abram he begat Iiaac, and Iſaac begat 
Jacob, and Jacob open'd his generation box 
3 long wigs, toupees, &c. 


Four and twenty dutchmen all in a row, 
Four and twenty dutchmen, &c. 


There were Americanos, Spaniorum, Amſterdam, 
Rotterdam, and d—natiova ſeize taem altogcrher: 
Abram he begat I'aac, and Iiaac begat Jacob, 
and Jacob open'd his generation box—With long 
wigs, toupees, frizee, frize, powder and poma- 
tum, two ruffles and never a ſhirt, d—n'd hard 

times 
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times, walk in your honours, and ſhave for a 
penny—One caught a louſe, another let him looſe, 
d—1 his eyes, ſays another, knock him down with 
the gooſe - L—d have mercy upon us — D—-n 
him, kick him down ſtairs—Puth carte and tierce, 
down with his heels and cut him acroſs—Coblers 
and (top awls, ſtop awls and coblers—Tantarararg 
I rub a dub, O rub a dub — And fiddle faddle 
fiddle, and double demt-ſemi quibble down below, 


'This is my lady's birth day, 
Therefore we will keep holiday, 
And come for to be merry. 


3 N. 
LANGTY OODLE. 
Sung by Mr. Edwin. 
UPPOSE I was a country boy, 
Od dang it ſure | knew things; 
When girls are ſimple, cold, and coy, 
I taught 'em ſoon a few things: 


1 got ſo fond of frolicking, 
My aunty us'd to ſcold me; 


To town I ran a rolicking, 


The country cou'd n't hold me: 
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A battle firſt, 
Kick up a duſt, 
If fun I find my whim be; | 
Then Langty Oodle was the game, 
And an't I, fir, the * ? 


With chitberlin ſtuck out 60 ſtiff, 
And ruffles o'er my knuckles, 
Beau'd out my red ſilk handkerchief, 
My watch and filver buckles: 
My hat, and eyes, and ſhoes ſo bright, 
Full black as any crow's look'd ; 
My cheeks ſo red, my teeth ſo white, 
And monſt'rous nice my noſe lock d: 
Says I, ho, ho, 
Since things are ſo, 
A pretty girl the whim be ; 
- "Then Langty Qodle was the — 
And, Ma am, an't I the pimby 


My duck, ſhe was a lady fair, 
Nor maiden, wife, nor widow J 
Says I, ye pleaſe we'll take the air, 
To Bagnigge-Wells we rid, ho! 
There ſweet Sal and ſyllabub, 
So firm I nx'd my heart on, 
I ſoon forgot when full o*bub, 
_ Falſe Kathaleen and Carton: 
Sweet Sally fighs 
And panting cries, 
Let kiſſing now the whim dez; 
Then Langty Oodle was the game, 
And how LE like the * 
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| THE NEW BOW WOW. 


Sung by Mr, * 


8 I T down neighbours al, and I'll tell a merry 


ſtory 
About a Britim farmer and Billy P—tt, the Tory : 
I had it piping hot from Ebenezer Barber, | 
Who fail'd right from England and lies 1 in Boſton 
harbour. 
Bou woe now, fal 2 1 iddy, 
Bo w wor wow. 


This Billy he is call'd Britannia $ | py ruler, 


Tho” he's but a puppet that's hel'd out to fool her! 


His name is a paſſport to get in old finners; 


So he deals the cards, that the knaves may be 
winners, 
Bow WoW WOW. Se. 


He was bred up a Whig, but with N bobs to thrive, 


fir, 


Who have votes in the Houſe, about two out of five, 


fir: 
He gave up the people, and vow'd to his ſcandal, | 
They ſhould ſeek for their bread without day. light 
or candle. 
Bow wow wow, Oc. 


5 —— — Se 


_ His bowels are ſoft, 
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Now it hap'd to the country he went for a blefling, 
And from his ſtate dad for to get a new le ſſon: 
He went to daddy Jenky, by trimmer Hal attended, 


In ſuch company, good lack! how his morals wall be 
— 


Bong wow wow, fe. 


This Harry was always a ſtaunch friend to Boſton, 
for they yearn 'd for Indoſtan : 
It I hac him in our townihip, I'd feather him and 
tar him, 
With forty lacking one, too, I'd lam him and I a 
| ſcar him, 
Bow WLW WOW, S. c. 


With his ſkin full of wine, and bis head full l of _ 


tricks, 

Sham reforms, commutations, and the reſt of his | 
late tricks, 

He came back with Harry, two birds of a feather, 


And, both drunk as pipers, they knock their heads 


We | 
Bow Wow Wow, Oe. 


| Now ſo it fell out that this pair were re benighted, 


And drove out of the road, fo the ſtateſmen alighted; 
And to get in again away ſcrambled they, fir, 
To find the bac road unto the King's highway, fir. 


Bow wow WoW, Se. 


Long loſt in che dark were theſe lights of the nation, 
But fumbl'd at laſt to a lnall habitation ; 
To 


19 


To which they march'd up, while the fowls, in con- 
fuſion, 

Thought their lives were aimed at by this bold in- 
truſion. 

22 Wow, tc 


The dogs bark'd, ducks quak'd, and fore Billy bated, 
The wife ſhe cried out, we be all ruinated!” | 
Then ſtraitway ſhe ſnatch'd up the veſſel ſhe pils'd in, 
To pour on the head this darkling Philiftine: 
WA Wow, & e. 


The huſband awak'd by her rage and her ſcreaming, 
And ſhrewdly ſuppeſing his wife might be dreaming, 
o make matters ſhort, ſnatcht his gun in a fury, 
And cried, * Sons of Belial, I've got what will cure 
ye. 


Boxww wow wow, Te, 


Then Billy began to make an oration, 
As oft times he had done to bambovzle the nation; 
But Hodge cried, *begone, « or I'll crack thy young 
crown for” t, | 
Thou belong'it to a rare gang of rogues, I'll be 
bound for't, 


Bow: wow wow, Ce. 


Now Hodge, quoth the wike, don't you mind his 

loud bant'ring, | | 
For certain he has under his coat a dark lanthorn, 
Shut the gate of the court, if he once gets within 1 it, 
Kell whip up the back ſtairs, I'll be bound in a mi- 
nute.“ 


Bow wow wow, Ce. 


1-00 3: 
Then the wife ſhe went on“ Can you go for to ſay 
: *. ROW | 

Any goud upon earth made thee take this bye-way 
| now ? . 

Thou cam'ſt to get foot in the houſe, that's the plan 

| on't, | 
And ſo let in thy gang for to make what they can on't. 
Bow wow wow, Vc, 


Don't you hear how the brazen-fac'd rogue now 

| pretends, man? | 

He crept up in the dark, but for virtuous ends, man! 

He ſays he's our friend, but it's no ſuch a thing, man; 

The impudent dog would fay fo to the King, man.“ 
| Bow wow WOW, Se. 


Then Billy perceiving the wife in a fury, . 

And knowing his deeds would not ſtand woman's 
207 5 

Felt the ſpirit of Jenky a dangerous potion, 

And roar'd out to Harry to ſpeak for the motion. 


Boxw wow wow, Ec. 


Then Harry ſtept up, but Hodge ſhrewdly ſuppoſing, 
His part was to ſteal, whilſt the other was profing, 

Let fly at poor Billy, and ſhot thro' his lac'd coat, 
Oh, what pity 'twas it did not hit his waiſtcoat! 
Bow wow wow, Or. 


Solid men of Boſton make no long orations, 

Solid men of Boſton baniſh ſtrong potations ; 

Solid men of Boſton go to bed at ſun down, 

And never loſe your way, like the loggerheads of 
Jeu wow wow, Ne. 


SONG, 
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THE INN TURNED OUT. 


road, 


he leaf of a kh they took up their abode; 
This roſe being fairer by far than the reſt, 


Was pluck'd by a my and tuck in her breaſt. 
Derry down, Ec. 


A a cricket and crab-I —e was trav'ling the 


The trav'Ilers perceiving the road ſtraight and wite, 
Each crept down her back by the darkneſs of night; 
In this hole, lays the cricket, I'm determin'd to 
lay, 


And I, foys ü the crab, wil! _ ſleep in the hay. 
Derry down, Oe, 


As ſoon as the cricket had taken his ſtation, 

The fellow was ſeiz'd with a great cunſternation ; 
A boiſterous wind thro” the cavern did roar, 

Which drove the poor cricket trom behind the treet 


De 1 Te 


Next morning he met with the crab I— his friend, 
He told his adventures and ſoon made an end; 
Now I, ſays the crab, my hard caſe will relate, 

So hard was my lot, you muſt pity my fate. 


Derry down, & c. 
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In the midſt of the hay I diſcover'd a cave, 
As dark as a coal pit, as deep as a grave ; | 
With black thorn and white thorn all growing about, 
I fear'd to go in leſt I ſhould not get out. | 
| | D ery down, Oe. 


Then a fellow with face red as ſun at noon- day, 

A giant in bulk came trav'lling that way, 

He puſn'd me from bramble to briar full fore, 

Then ent' ring the cave, he drove me in before 
Derry down, Oe. 


As ſoon as this fellow had enter d within, yy 
He kept driving ſtraight forward and ſtripp'd off 
| his ſkin; | | | 
Till ſtraining and ſwelling much bigger he grew, 
He ftrain'd 'till he burſt, and his guts at me flew. 
Dierry down, Oc. 
He then fell away to nothing at all, | 
Became very ſick, and ſhrunk up verv ſmall; 
Then I crepc by, all beſmear'd as you ſee, 
And the devil himſelf may go lodge there for me. 
| | Derry doaun, Sc. 


THE CHIMNEY SWEEPER, 


"FT HE greateſt of bleſſings of life as we paſs, 
Is a bruſh in a chimney and cheriſhing glaſs, 
To heighten our {pirits, and cauſe them to flow, 
And give us freſh vigour to {weep as we go. 
| Tho" I ſweep to aud fro? I'd have you ts know, 
We all love to ſweep in the chimney below, 


11 
My lady ſhe ſweeps with the ſteward you know, 
My lord he ſweeps with the dl knows who; 
There's Johnny iweeps Betty, and Betty ſweeps 
| John, | | 
And it thro” the parlour and kitchen does run. 

T ho" I fweep, Je. 


Here's a chimney from Germany, if you'll preſume | 


To ſweep it, why then you mult bring a ſcotch 
broom, 
Whoſe handle is tall, and firſt had its root, 
Twee a couple of ſtones in the iſland of B—te. 
Tho' I feeep, & a 


The chimney ſo tempting each night to be ſeen, 


By the pains that they take you'd ſwear they were 


„ | 
But be not deceiv'd, for tis true, by my foul, 
For by frequently ſweeping, they often grow foul. 
Te I feveep, Se. 


The fair city dames now think mean for to go 

10 Haberdaſher's-hall, but muſt hie to Soho, 

And challenge, at ſweeping, my lady or grace, 

For they'll handle a broom with the beſt in the 


place, | T I frveep, Ce. 


Here's ſweeping above ftairs, and ſweeping below, 
And the merchant he ſweeps his maid Sally, you 
| 1 : 
And Sal ſweeps the clerk, and ſhe tells him the fun, 
And the clerk he tells madam, who ſweeps 1n re- 
turn. 5 Th I faveep, Oc. 


Thus we ſweep and are ſwept, thro' life as we paſs, 
May it ſtill be the comfort and toaſt of each glaſs, 
It's cuſtom's fo antient, fo pleaſing a ſport, 
Beſides it's the fathion wo follow the court. 


8 "SY T I faveeþ, Fes 


5 _— . 
— ., 
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S O NG. 
THE IRISH PROKER.* 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 
BOUT twenty years ago, Ally Croaker made 


a great noiſe, 

Was ſung about the fireets by all the little dirty 
| boys, 
Tho' her face was more fairer than the yellow oaker, 
I'll ſing a better ſong | think about a little proker : 
O my ſweet, my pretty little proker, 

O my 3 neat, my pretty pretty proker. 


It was in Bally Porene, the County of 1 forgot 
the name, 

But it was in Ireland, 210 that you dw is all the 
ſame, 

A fat greaſy mil ſo fat he d=—] choke her, 

Accus'd poor Paddy Ponſoby of —— of her 
proker. 

0 her ſweet, pretty little proker, 

O my ſweet, my pretty braſs-headed proker. 


Now Pat was a grenadier, i in what you call the light 
horſe, 
A tighter, cleaner, cleverer lad, by my ſoul there 
never was | 
M He 


© Proker is the Iriſh Word for Poker. 


—— — — — — 
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He roar d out blood and nouns! do you take me for 


a ſtoker 
That from the devil's fire ide, I'd come and ſteal 


your proker ? 


D—— n ſieze you, and your dirty, louſy proker, 
Do you think I'd come here to ſteal your dirty proker, 


Says ſhe, I neither knows nor cares about you at 
all at all, 

And if you are for quarrelling, and wants for to kcep 
up the ball, 

You mult take your bible Oath, without any joke 
here, 

That you know not in word or deed about my little 
proker. 

O my ſweet, my pretty little proker, | 

O my feet, my pretty braſs headed proker. 


Now Pat {wore by the hill of Howth, FE by the 


Holy Father, too, 
By all the Saints in the Calendar, that was gather” d 
there together too; 
By the hand of his body, and by the bread that he 
broke here, | 
That he knew not in word or deed about her little 
proker. 
D n fi-ze you and your dirty louſy proker, 
Do you think that I'd come here to ſteal your dirty 
headed proker. | 


Now 


— ˙ . ̃ ͤ—blÜ— e ? — 


5 


ic 


my 
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Now all that Pat had ſaid or done, had no effect upon 


her, 
Becauſe, ſays ſhe, you know you know you have not 
pledg'd your honour; 
With that he ſtarted back, and put his hand behind 
his cloke here, | 
Touch my honour, touch my life, there woman take 
your proker. 
D n ſeize you and your naſty dirty proke er. 
Do you think I mean to Real your dirty naſty pro- 
ker. | 


Come all you jolly Iads that prowl about for beauty, 

Up and down, round about, be ever found on duty; 

If your honour is call'd in queſtion by any ſcurvy 
Joker, 

Pull out your tilters-whack, as paddy did the proker. 

O his feet, his neat litt! e proker, 

En {eize you and your dirty naſty proker, 


3 ON. 
THE FEMALE GAMESTER, 


Surg by Mr. Dod. 


T cards laſt year, I with my dear, 
| Play'd ev'ry night and day; 
I do not fib, the bilk'd my crib, - 
80 * ſhe did play- 
M 2 Games 
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Games at all fours, ſhe's beat me fcores, 
So well ſhe knows the pack ; 
Whene'er ſhe deals, ſhe cribs or ſteals, 
And can always lug out Jack. 


With her fal lal lal, lal de ral, lal lal lal, lal ral lar, 
Whene'er ſhe Seats, ſhe cribs or ſeals, 
And can always lug out Jack, 


Whene'er at putt, I with the flut 
Sit down, *tis juſt the ſame ; 

Tho? fair to play, I ſhew my tray, 
Her deuce will get the game: 

Putt if you will, I'll meet you fair, 
And play you for a crown : 

As I'm alive, ſhe'll ſo contrive, 

That ſhe always can lay down, 


With her fal lal, Cc. 


At dear quadrille, I've had my fill, 
She's beat me o'er and o'er; 

Tho' a good hand, made me to ſtand, 
She had always matadores : 

When 1n the pool, I like a fool, 
Put in my little fiſh, 

She'd win them all, both great and ſmall, 
And have her warmeſt wiſh. 


With her fal lal, Se. | 


. 


1 


never yet, cou'd at piquet 


Play with her, but the won ; 
From firſt to laſt, ſhe play'd ſo faſt, 
She'd beat ſure as a gun: 


If I look fierce, and ſhew my tierce, 


A quart ſhe always had; 
If I had four, ſhe ſhew'd me more, 
Her quint did make me mad, 


With her fal lal, Se. 


J always miſt, if eber at whiſt 
We did together play; 

She'd keep her ſeat, and always beat, 
nile 1 try'd ev'ry way : 

Tho” face to face, ſhe'd win my ace, 
And make me a mere pup ; 


My three times three, and honours me 


Takes from me and gets up. 


With ber fal lal, &c. 


I am a Jew at hazard too, 
And oft times have a nick ; 

Tho' | throw well, I bluſh to tell, 
That ſhe has made me ſick: 

When with the box, ſhe at me knocks, 
My ipirit ſometimes flags; 

For, by the gods, ſhe wits tue odds 
And empuics all my bags 


Ni. % her fal lal, fc. 
M5 SONG, 


— 
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3 O N . 
THE BARBER?'S SONG. 
Sung by Mr. Earls. 


ONDON town is Juſt like a barber's ſhop, 
But by the Lord Harry dis mond rous big; 
The re the paintec d doll and the POW er'd fop, 

And ma: 1y a blockhead wears a Mig: 
And I uckÞd each phiz 
With a twigg'e ons a freiz,! 

With a twiggle, tu. 1855 le, WEE e, 

And a frizzle, frizzle, frizzle 
And 1 tick! d each phiz, 
With a twiggle and a friez, 


A captain of horſe T went for to ſhave, 
Ho! damme, ſays he, with a martial frown ; 
My razor I pois'd like a barber brave, 
I took him by the noſe, but he knocs'd me down: 
Yet I tickl'd his phiz, | 
With a twiggle and a freiz, 
Wit: h a twiggle e, twigsle, twiggle, 
And a frizzle, 
With a twiggle, twiggle, twiggle, 
And a Frizzl ie, friz: Zle, tri ale. 
And [| tickl'd each ohiz, 
With a twiggle and a triez, . 


Then 


11 


Then I went to a lawyer, O rare ſport, 


Who had a falſe oath that day for to ſwear; 
By my fill ſome trouble i ſav'd the Cc art 
My hot iron borrow'd the lawyer's 2:r. 


And F tickFd, Se. 


I next went to dreſs a fine grand Mts, 
Down the lady ſits and her neck he bares; 
But Cupid, or the devil bid me jnatch a 118, 
E're my iron cool'd I was kick'd donn fairs, 


Bur Lick 45 Se. 


I next went to dreſs up an old maid's hair, 
Wrinkled and bald as a fcaided pig; 
But as (he led the dance dowa with a tv imming air, 


This une old maiden the dropp'd her wig. 
An Tticil'd, D.. 


—— — —  — 


$0: N G. 
THE TOM BS. 


Recited oy Mr, Edwin, 
ERE les William of e a right good 


| Eat! of Pembroke, 
And this is his monument, w:ti ch you icc L' ſwear. 
upon a book; 
He was Earl Marſhall of England when Henry the 
herd did reign, 5 
Above five hundred years ago, but never will be fo 


N 4 | Here 
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Here the Lord Talbot lies, the town of Shrewfbury's 


Earl, 


Together with his Counteſs fair, who was a moſt de- 


licate girl: 


Next to him there heth one Sir Richard Peckſhall 


| aight, 


Of whom we only thi. do ſay, that he was a Hams: 
hire W SOS: 


Here lies the third King Edward's brother, of whom 


our records te 1, 


Nothing of note. nor ſay thev whether he be in hea- 


ven or heil; 


This ſame was John of Elderitone, he was no . 


monger, 
But Cornwall's Earl, and here's ane died becauſe be 
| could live no longer. 


Now think your penny well ſpent, good folks, and 


that you're not beguil'd, 


Within this cup doth lie the heart of a French Am- 


baſſador s child, 

But how the devi it came to paſs, on purpoſe or by 
Cit: nee, 

The bowels they lay underneath, but the body is in 
France. 


Here lies Oxford's Counteſs, and there alſo the lady 
Burleigh, her mother, 

And there her daughter, a Counteſs too, lie cloſe by 
one another; 


| Theſe 


—— —— — — * 
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Theſe once were bonny dames, and though there 
were no coaches then, 

Yet could they jog their tails themſelves, or get 

them— jcgg'd by the men. 


'Oh! woe is me, thoſe high-born ſinners that now do 
pray ſo ſtoutly, 

Living they never pray'd at all, yet their ſtatutes 
pray devoutly; 

This fair monument which you ſee, I' have you to 
underſtand, , 


It is a virtuous lady fair who died of a prick in her 
hand. 


In this fair monument which you ſee adorned with 
ſo many pillars, 
Doth lie the Counteſs of Buckingham, her hufband 
Sir George Villiers; 
This old Sir George was g a en and the Coun- 
teis ſhe was granny | 
To the great Nuke of Buckingham, who led by the 
noſe King _ 


Here lies Sir Robert 3 a Scotch Knight, this 
man was ſecretary, 

He ſcribbled compliments for two Queens, Queen | 
Ann, and eke Queen Mary ; 

This ſame was Mary Queen of Scots, whom Bucha- 
nan doth to beſpat ter, 

She loſt her head at F otheringhay, whatever was the 


matter, 
1 Henry 


1 
Henry the Seventh lies here entomb'd with his fair 
Queen beſide him, 
He was founder of this chapel, On! may no ill betide 
. him; 
And here they ſtand upright } in a preſs, with their 
bodies made of wax, 
A globe and a wasd\ in either hand and their robes 
| upon their backs. 


To another Chapei now come we, the people follow 
and chat, 

This 15 the Lady Cottington, the people cry, whoſe 
15 that ? 

Why, Sir Thomas Bromley lieth | here, death wou'd 
not him reprieve, 

With his four ſons, and daughters four, that once 
were all alive. 


Here Vas Sir Jol in Fullerton, and that is his Lady T 
trow, 

And that is Sir John Pickerton, whom 1 none of you 
did know; 

Here lies the Earl of Torrington, the world ne'er 
ſaw a madder, 

His Countess fair ſhe lics beſide him and now you go 
up the ladder. 


Richard the Second lies here entomb d, wich his fair 
Queen, Queen Ann, 

Edward the Third lies there hard by, and he was a 
85 Ulant man; 


This 
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This is the ſword of John of Gaunt, a blade both 
true and truſty 


The Frenchmens bicod was ne'er wip'd off, Which 
makes it look ſo rulty, 


Harry the Fifth lies here entomb'd with his fair 
Queen, Queen Eleanor, 

To our Firit Edward the was wife, that's more than 
you knew betore ; 

Now n che ladder come we again, the man goes 

r{ wich the ſtaff, 

Two or Ne tumble down the ſtairs and all the _ 

ple laugh. 


Sir Robert Vere lies here entomb'd, who the Spani- 
ards hides 10 curried, 

Four Cœlonels by ave ſupport his tomb, and here his 
Buuy 's buried; 

That ftatue up a againſt the wall wit: one eye, is Ma- 
jor Cxvaeral Norris, | 

He bang ine French molt cruei.v, as is affirm'd in 
{tories. | 


itere lies Jann Holles, who was a Major General, 
To Sir John Morris that brave blade, aud 1 no you 
| may Geſpair all; 
For now tie ſhow is at an end, all things are done 
and ſaid, 
The citizens pay for their wives, and the appren- 
tices kit: tie, maids, 


M G SONG. 


E * } 


$ O0 N 6. 
DICKY DITTO. 
Sung by Mr. Zduuix. 


DZOOKS, old cruſty, 
Why ſo ruſty, 
Stupid, queer, and mumpy? _ 
Egad if you don't mend your mannera. 
Somebody will lump you: 


Lumpy, thumpy, thwack and thump, 


Pummel you and bump—O ! 
Humpy, ſtumpy, make you mump, 
Kick about your rump—0. 


Did little Dicky 
Ever trick ye ? 

No I'm always civil; 

Then why ſhould you, for my politeneſs, 

Wiſh me at the devil? 

Cruſty, ruſty, flout, and pout, 
Did I ever trick ye? 

Fuſty, muſty, turn me out, 
Oh, poor civil Dick y. 


A receipt FP 1 give, 
But'as I live, 
I'd rather give him blows, fir ; 
At St. Giles's he was bred, 
Altho' he wears good cloaths, fir : 
Noodle, noodle, ugly muns ! 
Here's a pretty rig, fir! 
Daggers, piſtols, ſwords, and guns, 
O! I'll hop the twig, fir, 


— 
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DRINK AND BE MERRY» 
| Sung by Mr. Edwin. 


INE, wine is the liquor of life; 
The heart is conſumed by care; 
Good fellows, then end the ſtrife 
Twixt the bottle and deſpair : 


CC MOTRk VV 3%: 


Derry down, hey down derry, 
Drink and drive care away ; 
Drink all the night and day, 

Drink and be merry. 


Briſk wine and impertinent care, 
Diſpute the controul of me; 

Let me be my maſter, deſpair, 
Wine, thou ſhalt my miſtreſs be 


Derry down, hey down derry, 
| Drink and drive care away; 
. Drink all the night and day, 
Drink and be merry. 
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EOURTING CON ZOUNDS uE. 
Sung by Myr. Edwin. 


HO! late I was plump, 3 and j jolly, 
I now am as thin as a rod; 
Oh! love 1s the cauſe of my tolly, 
And ſoon I'll he under a lod : 
Sing ditherum doodle, 
Nagety, nagety, tragedy, rum, 
And gooterherum toodie, 
Fidgety, fidgety, nigety, mum. 


Dear Kathleen, then w by did you flout me, 
A lad that's io coole and warm; 

O ev'ry thing s hand rae about me, 
My cabin and inug {cue farm. 


Sing diiherum, Os. 
What, tho” I have ſcrap'd up no money, 


No duns at my chamber attend ; 
On ſunday | ride oa my poney, 
And Rill have a but toc a friend 


Sieg itherum, Se. 


The cock courts his bens all around me, 
The ſparrow, che piacon ant dove; 
Oh! how all this courting confounrds me, 


When I look and I think on my love. 
Sing ditherum, Os 


11 


SJ NU. 


THZ RIGS. OF BARLEYs 


Tune - Ccru rigs are Sonny, 


T was upon a Lammas night, 
When corn rigs 5 are bonnie, 

Beneath the moon's unclouded light, 
I held awa' to Anne: | 

The time flew by with heedleſs head, 
Till *tween the late and early, 

Wi mie periuation the agreed 


To ſee me thro” the - barley. 


The ſky was blue, the wind was ſtill, 
The moon was ſhining clearly, 
I fet her down wi right g gude Will, 
Among the rigs o' b. ley : 
I knew her heart was a mi ane, 
| loo'd her moſt fincerely ; 
I kiis'd her oer and o'er again, 
Among the rigs o' barley. 


T lock'd her in my fond embraec, 
Her heart was beating rarely, 
My bizſ{lings on that happy place, 

Among the rigs o barley 


But 
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But by the moon and ſtars ſo bright, 
That ſhone that hour ſo clearly, 
She aw ſhall bleſs that happy night, 
Amoi the rigs o' barley, 


I hae been blithe wi comrades dear, 
hae been merry drinking; 
J hae been joy ful gath'ring gear, 
I hae been happy thinking: 
But a' the pleaſures J e'er ſaw, 
Tho' three times doubled fairly; 
That happy night was worth them a', 
Among the rigs o' barley. 


CHORU 3, 
Corn rigs and barley rigs, 
And corn rigs are bonnie: 
PII ne'er forget that happy night, 
Among the rigs wi Annie, 


$ © 8. 
THE NOSEGAY. 


Sung by Mrs. Kennedy. 


" OSEGAYS Tery, and tho? little you pay, 
They're fuch as you cannot get every day 
buy, who'll buy, tis noſegays I cry, 
Who'll buy, who'll buy, tis noſegays | cry. 


Who'll 


iis es <br — — 


—— — 


1 


Zach mincing, ambling, liiping blade, 
Who ſmirks an- talks ot bliſſes 
He never felt, is here portray'd, 
In torm of a Narciſſus, 


"> 


Nojegayt, Cc. 


Of formal prudes at men who leer, 

And ſhun them as things dangerous; 
J have the 1leveral portraits here, 

In theſe Noli me !angeres. 


Neſeg ays, Te. 


Stateſmen, like Indians who adore 
The ſun, by courting power, 

Cannot be ſhewn their like es more, 
Than in thts humble flower. 


Poets I've here in ſprięs of hays, 
Deviis in the butu arc riars; 
Net. eg are Ctic? no en plays, 

vatyrifts are bias, 
Nejey ays, Se. 


Smarts daſies are, parſons are yew, 
And roſemary phyſicians; 
Tulips ate coxcombs, lawyers are rue 
And thiſtles politicians. 
| Noſegays, Fe. 
SONG. 


Nee gays, Ce. 
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SQ N 86. 
THE MONSTROUS CRARAWS. 


MONSTER in England's a very fine ſhew, 
Only ſtick up a bill, and away we all go; 
A pig, or a dog, will ſecure great applauie, 
But now we delight you with monſtrous craws. 


With my fal de ral. 


From wilds far remote, theſe craws were brought here 
To ſee ſuch ſweet creatures no price was too dear; 
The people all run, to funf! folly's laws, 
And eager were they to ſee monſtrous craws. 

2 wh my fal de ral. 


But why need we ſtrav, or at diſtance thus roam? 

While monſtrous craws are in plenty at home; 

At each city feaſt, old cuſtom ſtill draws, 

A number you U find, who have monſtrous craws. 
With Pon fot de ral. 


There's Greedy and Guttle, two famous church- 
wardens, ES | 

Who pocxet the gold and give poor folks the far- 
tnings; 5 

With turtle and veniſon cram well their maws, 

And prove to the world they have mouſtrous craws. 

| With my fal de ral. 
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The rich and the great, from morning to night, 
ro dreſs and to gormandlize is all their delight; 
Like harptes you'll ſee how they manage their paws, 
You'll think to be ſure they have monitrous craws. 
- With my fal de ral. 


The ladics, ſweet creatures, juſt look round about, 

You'll ind they have monſtrous boſoms ſtuc out; 

'F ho? cover'd with muſlin, with lawn, or with gauze, 

We boors all ſuppoſe they have monſlrous craws. 
With my fal de ral. 


8 O N G. 


IIR TU, WOMEN, AND WINE. 


CINCE life's but a ſpan, as philoſophers ſay, 
| I'm determin'd thro” lite to be happy and gay; 
In winter or ſummer, in country or town, | 
Mirth, women and wine, ſhall the moments all crown, 


| Let the grave and moroſe, with fantaftical pride, 

Like cynics ſtill rail, and my manners deride z 

| The enjoyment of life, if they're put to the teſt, 
Will be found ſtill alike is the with of each breaſt. 


Vet prudence with pleaſure is ſurely the teſt, 
Inat diſtinguiſhes man from inordinate beaſt; 
The ſpirits to raiſe, and to banich dull care, 
And the bleſſings, not follies of life for to ſhare. 
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Not to give up reflection for nonſenſe and ſtrife, 
Or embitter with drink all the moments of lite; 
Te glaſs with good humour mult ever engage, 
But drunkeanels is the forerunner of rage. 


The paſſions inflam'd with the juice of the vine, 
Abules the gift ot that nectar divine; 

W ich ud with diſcretion a cordial would prove, 
To the true Joys of triendihip, good humour and love, 


Then while that kind nature runs briſk in my veins, 
And quite unimpair'd my remembrance remains; 
In winter or ummer, in country or towa, 

Mirch, women and wine ſhall my moments all crown, 


$ N 6. 
THE SAILOR'S RELIEF, 


Tune—C:me iſten to my aitty. 


OW ſafe moor'd with bowl before us, 
Meſſmates heave a hand with me; 
Lend a brother ſailor chorus, 
While we ſiag our lives at ſea: 
O'er the wide wave ſweiling ocean, 
Toſs'd alott, or tumbled low; 
As to fear, 'tis all a notion, | 
When our time's come, we mull go. EE. 


1 


Tune - Lie is chef uered. 


Hark! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 
By top-ſail ſheets and haul-yards ſtand, 
Down top-gallants, down be hauling, 
Down your ſtay-ſails, hand boys, hand: 
Now {et the braces, 
Don't make wry taces, 
But the lee top-ſail ſheets let go, 
Starboard here, 
Larboard there, 
Turn your quid, 
Take a ſwear, 
Yo! yo! yo! 


Firſt Tune again. 


Oh ye landſmen, idly lying 
All along- ſide beauty's + THY 
Safe in ſoft beds, teas defying, 
Free from all but love's alarms ; 
While on billows, billows rolling, 
Death appears in every form, 
On no ladies laps we're lolling, 
No kind kits can calm the ſtorm. 


But loud peals on peals are claſhing, 
Through rift rocks, the ſhrill wind ſhrieks; 

In our eyes fierce lightning flaſhing, 
Scorch the ſails and ſtench the decks : 


Burſting 
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Zurſting clouds upon us pouring, 
Black, o'erſpread the face of day, 
- Burving ſeas in Whirlpools roaring, 


Fiery flies the ſparkling ſpray. 


High, the toſſing tempeſt heaves us, 
Tow'rds the pole alott we go; 
While the clouds ſeem to receive us, 
Preadful yawns the gulph below : 
In that dark deep, down, down, down, dowa, 
Down we ſink from ſight of ſky ; 
Py the fwell as inſtant upthrown, 
Hark! what means yon diimal cry. 


The ſore- maſt's gone yells ſome ſad tongue out 
O'er the lee, twelve feet bove deck — 
A leak beneath the cheſtree's ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck : « 
Quick the lannyards cut in pieces, 
Come, my hearts be ſtout and bold ; 
P:'umb the well, the leak increales, 
Four feet water's in the hold. 


Worſe and worſe, the wild winds tearing, 
Warring waves around us foam, 

For the worſt while we're preparing, 
Nature ſhrinks and fighs tor home: 

There, our babes, perhaps are ſaying, 

In their little liſping ſtrain, 

A; round mother's knees they're playing, 
Daddy ſoon will come again. 


* une 


Tune Tah cue morn @ jolly poung Tar. 


If we muſt die, why die we muſt, 
Tis a birth in which we all muſt belay mun, 
When our debt's due, for death wont truſt, 
Then all hauds be ready to pay mun: 
As to life's ſtriking its flag, never fear, 
Our cruize 1s out, that's all, my brother, 
In this world we've luff'd it up thus, and no near, 
So let's ſhip ourſelves off for another. 


T uns the firſt oe r again. 


Overboard the pumps be throwing, 
To the pump come ev'ry hand, 
See her mizen- maſt is going, 
On the lee beam lies the land: 
Riſing rocks appear belore us. 
Hopeleſs, yet for hclp we call; 
Ev'ry ſea breaks fatal o'er us, 
To the ſtorms fell pow'r we fall. 


b * 


Now diſmay with aſpect horrid, 
Swells each fleeplets eye with tears; 
And deſpair, with Driſtly forehad, 
On each bloodicts face appears: 
Sadly we view the ruthleſs wave, 
O'erwhelming ſeas roll mountain high; 
The ſwell comes on, our watery grave, 
Hark! what means yon happy cry, 
| 5 ne 
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The leak we've found, it cannot pour faſt, 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more; 


Up and rig a jury fore-maſt, 


She rights, th- rights, boys, wear off ſhore ; 
Now, my hearts, we're fafe from ſinking, 

We'll again lead ſailor's lives; 
Come, the cann boys, let's be drinking 

To our {weethearts and our wives. 


s © N G. 
MU. 


HIS maxim let ev'ry one hear, 
Proclaim'd from the North to the South; 
Whatever comes in at your ear, | 
| Shou'd never run out at your mouth: — 
We ſervants, like ſervants of ſtate, 
Should litten to all and be mum; 
Let others harangue and debate, 
We look wile - thake our heads—and are mum. 


The judge in full dignity dreſt, 
In filence hears barriſters preach, 
And then to prove ſilence is beſt, 
He'll get up and give them a ſpeech : 
By ſay.vg but little, the maid 
Will keep her ſwain under her thumb; 
And the lover that's true to his trade, 
Is certain to kiſs and cry mum, 


1 | SONG 


THE PLOUG H-BOY. 
Sung by Mr. Blanchard, in the Farmer. 


FLANEN headed cow-boy, 
As ſimple as may be; 
And next a merry plough-boy, 
| whillled o'er the lee: 
But now a ſaucy footman, 
I frut in worfted-lace ; 
When ſteward I'm promcte aA 
[il ſnip a tradeſman's bill, 
My maſter's coffers empty, 
My pockets for to fill! 
When lolling in my chariot, 
So great a man [']l be; 
You'll forget the little plough-boy, 
That whiſtled o'er the lee. 


I' buy votes for the Pa rl1ament, 
But when I've made the pelt, 
11] ſtand Poll for the Parliament, 
And then vote in myſelf; 

Whatever's good for me, fir, 
I never will oppoſe; _ 

When all my ayes are fold off, 
Why then 1'Il tell my nces : 
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IU joke, harangue, and paragraph, 
With ſpeeches charm the ear; 

And when I'm tired on my legs, 
Then I'll fit down a Peer! 

In court or city honour, 
So great a man [I'll be, 

You'll torget the little plough-boy, 
That whiſtled o'er the lee. 


; . Ts 
S © N G. 


SOCIAL MIR TR. 


| OME, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure 
Let none at cares of life repine, 
To deſtroy our pleaſure: 
Fill up the mighty ſpark'ling bowl, 
That ev'ry true and loyal ſoul, 
May drink and fing without controul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure. 
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Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian to our pleaſure, | 
That under thy protection we 
May enjoy new pleaſure: 
And as the hours do glide away, 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And ſing thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure, 


—— —0 ——— 
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SO NS. 
HANNAH me THE DALE, 


E T modern bards, with melting brains, 
Hail Sylvia queen of love; 

And point where ſov'reign beauty reigns, 

In Phillis of the grove: 
Whilſt I, replete with flowing verſe, 

With ſofter notes prevail ; 

Nay, a!l the bliſsful charms rehearſe 
Of Hannah of the Dale. 


Young Colin on his oaten reed 

Extols the blooming queen; 

And while the youthful lambkins feed, 
Sets forth her graceful mein: 

Not yonder ſmiling new-blown roſe, 
Nor lily of the vale, 

Can e'er ſuch raptur'd ſweets diſcloſe, 
Like Hannah of the Dale. 


By yonder verdant ſylvan ſhade, 

Where Sol the hills adorn, 

I firſt beheld the bluſhing maid, 

| Sweet as the roſy morn : 

Her rapt'rous charms I held divine, 
And whiſper'd love's fond tale; 

For every charm on earth combine 
In TSS of the Dale. 


N 2 55 
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1 6. 
PRITHEE FOOL BE QUIET 
Fier by Mr. Mille.” 


S tother day young Damon ſtray'd, 
Where Chloe fat demure | 

He doff'd his hat, and figh'd, and gaz'd, 
''T was love that ſtruck him ure: 

With rev'rence he approach'd the fair, 
Which the look'd very hy at; 

And when he prais'd her ſhape and air, 
"I wai—prithee fool be quiet. 


My dear, he cry'd, now be not coy, 
Nor think my meaning rude ; 

Let love, like mine, thy mind employ, 
True love can ne'er intrude : 

Her hand he then aſſay'd to kiſs, 
Which, frowning, ſhe cry'd fie at, 

And when he ſtruggled for the blitz, 

Sud—pritlce fool be quiet. 


Then kneeling at her feet, he ſwore 
Without her he ſhould die; 

That man nc'er lov'd a woman more, 
And heav'd a melting ſigh: 

Cupid unſeen now touch'd her breaft, 
And there kick'd up a riot; 

Much ſoften'd, yet ſhe ſtill expreſs” d, 

Naz '—prithee Sir be quiet. 


The 
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The youth perceiv'd her alter'd tone, 
And boidly aik'd her hand; 

Soon Fiymen made them both as one, 
United in his band : 

The caſe too ſoon is changed quite— 
A ſcene you'll ail cry he at; 

She prates away from morn til] night, 
While he cries Zounds be quiet! 


„ . 
END OF A SONG, 


Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


AWYERS pay you with ds and fair ladies 

with vapours, 

Your parions with preachings, and dancers with 
capers; 

Soldiers pay you with courage, and lome with their 
lives, 

Some men w ich their r fortunes; and ſome with their 
wives: 

Some with tame, ſome wit! conſcience and many 
throw both in, 

Phyſicians with latin, and great men e 

+ I not to be ſingular in {ſuch a throng, 

For your kindneſs | Pay youth the enn of afong. 
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But pleading, engroſſing, declariag and vapouring, 

And fighting, and hectoring and dancing, and ca- 
pering; | 

And preaching, and ſwearing, and bullying—pres. 
ſcribing, 

And coaving, and wheedling, and feeing, and brib- 
ing: 

And every art of profeſſional hum drumming, 

Is clearly in ſome tort a ſpecies of humming : 

Humming! nay, take me with you—the term's very 
ſtrong, 


But Tonly meant humming—zhe end of a ſong. 


For all who this evening have paid me attention, 


I would I had language ot 1ume new invention, 
My thanks to return—but where's the expreſſion . 
Can deicribe of your kindneſs the gratetul um; reflion; 
May every deſire of your hearts be propitious 

Be laſting tucceis the retuit of vour withes— 
Unimpaired be your joys, your lives happy and long, 
And now I am come the end of my ſong. 


. 
JOHN AN D JEAN, 


Sung by Mr. Dibain. 


ING the loves of lohn and jean, 
Sing the loves of Ican and OO : 
He for her would leave a que: 
ne for him the nobleſt don; 
She” » his queen, and he's her don, | 
Joha loves Jean, and Jean loves Joiz. 


n 


Whatever 'tis that pleaſes Jean, 
{: ſare to burſt the fides of John! 
Does (he for grief look thin and lean, 
He inſtantly is pale and wan! 
'Thin and lean, pale and wan, 
John loves Jean, and Jean loves John. 


Tas che lily hand of Jean 
Fill'd the glaſs of happy John: 
And heavens how joy ful was ſhe ſeen 
When he was for a licenſe gone! 
Joytul een, they'il dance anon, | 
For John weds Jean, and jean weds John. 


John had ta'en to wife his Jean, 
Jean's become the ſpouſe of John; 
She no longer is his queen, 
He no longer is her don: 
No more queen, no more don, 
John hates Jean, and jean hates John. 


Whatever 'tis that pleaſes Jean, 
Is certain now to diſp cate John ; 
With ſcolding they're gon thin and lean, 
With ſpleen and ſpite they're pale and wan ; 
Thin and lean, pale and wan, 
John hates Jean, and Jean hates John. 


John prays heav'n to take his Jean, 
Jean at the devil wiſhes John; 
She I on his grave be dancing ſeen, 
Bell laugh when ſhe is dead and gone: 
® , ; . S | 
Each wiſhes t'other dead and gone, 
Jahn hates Jean and Jean hates John. 


N SONG. 
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THE MEDLETF. 
Sung by Mr. Dil dix. 


E jobbers, underwriters, ve tribes of pen and 
Sy 
Ins, 
Vid me fa lal dera delara lara la; 
„no on te alley's gay parterre your tea and coffee 
| drink; - 
Vid my fal 1a! dera delara lara la: 
Rattung ap your yellow boys, come hither at my 
<all- 
I'm puyer and I'm ſheller, and I can ſherve you all, 
Vid my fal lal dera delara lara la, | 
Vid my fal lal dera delara lara la. 


Ye pulls, ye pears, ye lame tacks, and all ye fadd- 
ling crew, 


Vid my fal, &c. 


It 'twas not for us ſmouches I don't know fat you 's - 


do; 
Vid my fal, &c. 
„J'is fee dat kife thecurities, ? tis fee dat find good 
pails, 
Our frients tey lend te moniſh, but ten tey ſhum- 
times fails. 


Vid me fal, &c. 
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If noblemen ſhould want rouleaus, and all tare mo- 
nich ſphent, 
Vid my fal, &c. 
My keart relents, I traw te pont, and lend for ſhent 
per ſhent : 
Vid my tal, &c. 
Or if a lite you foot enſure tat's olt ant craſhy crown, 
Te fays and means I'll let you know, to wet tee 
buſinets tone. 
Vid my fal, &c. 


Ye captains and ye colonels, ye chointer'd fidows 
all, | 
Vid my fal, &Cc. 
To little 7/azc come when your ſhtoeks belkin to fall; 
Vid my fal, &c. 
If dare be potuipilities for you I'll raiſe te tuft, 
But ten you mutt excuſe me it I ſherve myſelf the 
firſt. 
Vid my fal, &c. 


Ye parſons fit Koot lis ings, ye courtiers ft koot 
pl ace, 
Vid my fal, &c. 
Adfice l kive you kratifh, and tink upon your 
caſe; -* 
Vid my fal, &c. | 
To blief Maſbes and te prophets the church will not 
| retute, 
And courtiers, all te world knows, are little elſe than 
chews. | 


Vid my fal, &c, | 
N 5 * 
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I kife advice to every tribe but phy ſie and te law, 
Vid my fal, &c. 
But tey out fit te chews themſelves, for bill ar fight 
tey draw : 
Vid my fal, &c. 
Fee fen fee lend te moniſh run ſome riſk, to tis put 
ſkmall, 
But tey take all te moniſh, and run no riſk at all, 
Vid my fal, &c. 


$ N. 
DIBDLIN'S FAREWEL, 
OR THE CAPE OF GOOD HOPE. 
Sung by Mr. Ditain. 


HEN impelled by my fortune new worl Ts to 
| explore, 
{ ſhall chearfully leave the diminiſhing ſhore ; 
Zach hour bearing g1atecully proudly in mind, 
How nobly a generous public was kind : 
How freely they'll give to their kind withes ſcope, 
As gaily I double the Cape, of Guod Hope. 


When from perils of dangerous Neptune ſet free, 

Trade winds and monigons left behind me at fea, 

I make Rajahs and Nabobs in harmony chime, 

And gay palanquins march in regular time: 

Through the wiſhes to which you ſhall then give a 
"(cope 


I ſhall double with eaſe fortune's Cape of Good Hope. 


* 
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When by dint of my crotchets, my catches, and 
glees, 
J have chang'd current notes into ſterling rupees ; 
| Sighing kill tor that pow'r ot attraction ſweet 
| home, | 
| I'm no longer impell'd by a motive to roam: 
I hall ill ro my ſtrong grateful feelings give ſcope, 
That through you! fixtt doubled the Cape of Good 
Ss lope. 


— 
— — 
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| | PRAISE OF GROG, 
| Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


PLAGUE of thoſe muſty old lubbers, 
Who tell us to faſt and to think 
And patient fall in with life's rubbers, 
With nothing but water to drink. 


A can of good ſtuff, had they twigg's it, & 
Twould have ſet them for pleaſure agog, | af 
And 1n ipite of the rules 1 

Of the ſchools = | 

The old fools - | 
Would all of 'em ſwigg'd it, | 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 

| 


Ws: My 
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My father, when L laſt from Guinea 
Return'd, with abundance of wealth, 
Cried Jack never be ſuch a ninny, 


To drink ſaid I, father your health. 


So I ſh:w'd him the ſtuff and he twigg'd it, 
Aud it fet the old Codger agog; 
And he ſwigg'd, and mother, 
And ſiſter and bother, 
And I ſwigg'd, and all of us ſwigg'd it, 


And fwore there was nothing like grog. 


"Tother day as the chaplain was preaching, 
Behind him I curiouſly flunk ; 
And while he our duty was teaching, 
A how we ſhould never get drunk. 


I ſhew'd him the ſtuff, and he twigg'd it, 
Audi it ſoon ſet his rev'rence agog, 
And he ſwigg'd, and Nick ſwigg'd, 
And Ben ſwiog 'd, and Dick ſwigg'd, 
And I ſwigg'd, and all of us ſwigg' Fe 4 
And tore there was nothing like grog. 


Then truſt me there's nothi. ng lixe drinking, 
So pleaſant, on this fide the grave; | 
It keeps the unhappy from thin! cing, | 


And makes e'cn more vatlant the brave. 


| 
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As for me, from the moment I twigg'd it, 
The good Ruff has fo fet me agog, 
Sick or well, late or early, 
Wind foully, or fairly, 
Helm a-lee, or a-weather, 
Four hours toge! her, 
1 ve conſtantly ſwigg'd it, 
And dme there's nothing like grog. 


THE 
Dreunken COBLER“''s RauBLE. 


O, ſafe arrived at laſt; thanks to a ſtrong brain 

and a good underſt. ding; yes, pox on the 
dogs ! they thought to have maſtered me, by plying 
this leathern throat of mine with as much liquor, 
as though I had been an Alderman at a city feaſt; 
but honeſt Criſpin of Crip Pplegate bit 'em, aud 
came away with his budget ful , and as ſober as ever 
I'd with to be. Betty, Betty, bring me a pot of 
halt and half, but be ſure you don't mix it.— Let's 
ſee, what have we got here:? Conlound the 
backs of the chairs! they're always behind. 
Hum——what a d—mn'd candle's this, one can 
hardly extinguiſh the Morning Herald from the 
Morning Poſt only by its crowing:—hab! (reading). 
' Saturday and Sunday's poſts — It is ſaid that the 


6 Doctor 
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Doctor Banks and Mr. Sal-a-mander, will by com- 
mand of her Majeſty, undertake a voyage round. 
* hum—the bum dreſs of the preſent month,” ah! 
and orders are received at the Victualling-Office 
* accord: agly, for a ſupply of thirty-ſ1x months pro- 
© yitions.? — Hum — We hear from Carliſle, that 
* as a great parſo nage was going in his chariot to 
e Wiodlor- he tell aſleep with the candle durning 
© in his hand, and ſet fire to the bed cloaths; — Ay, 
that might happen through the careleſſneſs of the 
driver, So, Whitehaven, —— Yeſterday arrived 
* acre from Philadelphia, with diſpatches on board 
the moit violent ſtorm of thundering and light - 
ning ever remembred :' Pſhaw! that's nothing but 
a bam upon the miniſtry. *Yelterday morning 
about three o'clock this afternoon, a fire broke 
out in an empty houſe, and entirely co ſumated 
* all the furniture; an elderly middle aged woman 
coming by at the ſame time, fell into a cinder 
_ * fieve and was drowned, Saturday morning about 
four o'clock in the afternoon, a woman was com- 
* mited to Bridewell, by Joan Wildiag, Eſq ; for 
* barbaroaſly ſcraping her baſtard child to death 
with oyſter ſhells ; Firſt murder of the kind I ever 
© heard of. Foreign News. Piccadilly, Aug. the 
« 34th — Yeſterday a woman was ately delivered of 
* a fine boy with a wooden leg.“ On! cis is all 
d—mn'd lies, this can never be true —( Lights the 
pipe, c.) I went to fee a friend of mine : 'other 
day, he's a coachman in a gentieman's family, and 
he aſked me to go to the play with him: 8 ſays 
I, why what play is it? „Why,“ ſays «<txs 
King Hamlet and the Prince of D ik, 3 - 
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Hamlet and the Prince of Dunkirk, fays I, that can 
never be: for 1 have got all the Roman Emperors 
lock'd up in my cloſet, and I am ſure there's none 
of their names begins with an H, unleſs it is Titus 
Vaſhpaſion. — So preſently the Cook and Coach- 


man got quarrelling, about who had travelled far- 


theſt; and in the midſt of the ſcuffle, the Cook 
tumbled the Coachman into the dripping pan; now 
ſays the Ceachman, | may ſwear | have travelled 
fartheſt ; for I have travelled into Greaſe ; indeed 
ſo he had, for he was d—mn'd greaty. 


I have three as fine children as any man would 


wiſh to ſtick a knife into: There's my ſon Tommy, 


he is a fine ſcholar ; he writes two exceeding fine 
hands, one he cannot read himſelft, and the other 


nobody can read for him. Now there 15 my daugh- 
ter Polly, ſhe lives with an old parfon ; fhe was ſo 
d—mn'd cunning t'other day, as to mend the par- 
ſon's ſtockings with white worſted ; ſo that the poor 
parion was forced to hop to the Church like a mag- 
Pye. — Why Betty, Betty, this ſon of a whore of a 
maid goes up ſtairs io:ty times a day, and never 
comes down again.—But its all one to Criſpin, — 


let the world go as it will, I can divert myſelf with 


an old ſong. 


To/ de rol lol. 


SONG. 


1 
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SA WHA CK. 


An Iriſh Song, 


Sung by Mr. Dib«in. 


A1. honey, in Ireland, I'd find out a flaw, 

In each capias, each batt'ry and action; 

For dere, On my foul, ſatis faction is law, 
And what's better, fait, law's ſatisfaction. 


When to cut your friends trote dat affronts you « the 
word, 

From dat argument none will be ſhrinking ; _ 

For we clear knotty points by the point of the > ſword, 

And make flaws large euvugh with our pinking. 


And great is the pleaſure it yield, 
While our ſeconds are hard at our back, 
And boldly we both take the field, 
Wid our tierce and our carte—ſa, fa, whack ! 


Arrah troth were a jelmag purſu'd at his heel, 
By a conitable, fait or a baily, 

To be ſure n three minutes the taef would not feel, 
O'er his ſconce a tight bit of ihelaly, 


Then 


E 1 


Then for actions and bonds, and that charming long 
liſt 
Of returns dat in law cut a figure; 
Oh we make our returns by a turn of the wriſt, 
Aud draiv bonds by the pull of a trigger. 


And great are the pleaſures it yield, 
And our ſeconds are hard at our back, 
When boldly we both take the feld, 
Wid our tierce and our Caitce—ia, fa, whack! 


S O N G. 


POP AND DOWN YOU TUMBLE- 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


H men! what filly things you are, 
To women thus to humble; 
Who, fowler like, but ſpreads her ſuare, 
Or, at the timid game 
Takes aim, 
Pop, pop, and down you tumble, 


te marks you down, fly where you will, 
To hedge, or meed, or ſtubble; 
Can wing you, feather you, or kill, 
juſt as ſhe takes the trouble. 
O men, c. 
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Then fly not from us, tis in ein. 
We know the art of ſetting! 

As well as ſhooting, and can chain 

The ſtyeit man our net in! 


0 men, Te, 


3 
s O N G. 
HODGE AND HIS WIFE. 


URTIS was old Hodge's wife, 
| For vartue none was ever tuch ! 
She led fo pure ſo chaſte a life, 
Hodge ſaid 'twas vartue over much: 

For ſays fly old Hodge, ſays he, 
Great talkers do the leaſt, d'ye ſee. 


Curtis ſaid if men were rude | 
She'd ſcratch their eyes out, tear their hair: 
Cry'd Hodge, I believe thou'rt wondrous good, 
However, let us nothing (wear, 
For ſays, Ce 


One night ſue dreamt à drunken fool, 

Be mk with ber in ſpite would fain; 

She makes no more, but with joint tool 
Falls on her huſband might and main. 


Still fays, Sc. 


rr 
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==. 
By that time ſhe had broke his noſe, 
Hodge made a fſhitt © wake s wife ; 
Dear Hodge, faid ſhe, junge by thee blows, 
I prize my vartue as my lite. 


Still jays, Sc. 


I dreamt a rude man on me fell, 


However I his project marr'd: 


Dear wife, cried Hodge, 'tis mighty well, 


But next time don't hit quite fo hard. 
For ſays, c. 


At break of day Hodge croſs'd a ſtyle, 


Near to a feld of new-mown hay, 


And ſaw, and curit his ſtars the while, 
Curtis and Numps in am'rous play: 


Was noc | right, ſays Hodge, ſays he, 


Great talkers do the leaſt dy'e ſee. 


$ N 6. 
IHE MUSICIAN'S LAM EN TAT IO. 
Sung by Mr. Dibain, 
THOUGHT we were fiddle and bow, 
So well we in concert kept time; 
But to ſtrike up a part baſe and low, 


Without either reaſo or rhime : 
What 
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What a natural was I ſo ſoon, 
With pleaſure to quaver away; 

For I'm humm' d, I think, into tome tune, 
She has left me the piper to pay. 


I plaialy perceive ſhe's in glee, 
And thinks I ſhall be tuch a flat 
As to ſhake, but ſhe's in a wrong key, 
For ſhe never ſhall catch me at that: 
Whoe er to the crotchets of love, 
Let's his heart dance a jig in his breaſt; 
"Twiil a bar to his happineis prove, 
And ſhall ſurely 5 him of reſt. 


$ ON 6. 
THE SIEGE OF TROY» 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


1 SING of a war ſet on foot for a toy, 

And of Paris, and Helen, and Hector and Troy; 

Where on womea, kings, gen'rals, and coblers you 
ſtumble, 

And of mortals and gods meet a very ſtrange jumble, 

Sing didderoo bubberoo oh my joy, 

How ſweet. y they did one another deſtroy, 

Come fill up your bumper, the whiſky enjoy, 

May we ne'er lee the like of the fiege of Troy. 
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Menelaus was happy wid Helen his wife, 

Except dat ſhe led him a devil of a life; 

Wid dat handſome taef Paris ſhe'd toy and ſhe'd 

5 lay, | | 

Till oy pack'd up their alls and they both ran 
away. Sing didder oo, Sc. 


Agamemnon and all the great chiefs of his houſe, 
Soon took up the cauſe of this hornified ſpouſe; 
While Juno ſaid this thing and Venus ſaid that, 
And the gods fell a wrangling, they knew not for 
What. Sing ciduleroo, Oc. 


Oh den ſuch a ſlaughter and cutting of trotes, 
And laying of bullocks and offering up goats; 
»Fill the cunning Ulyſes, the trojans to croſs, 
Clapt torty fine teliows in one wooden horſe. 
Sing didles o, Fc, 


Oh den for to ſee the maids, widows and wives, 
Crying, ſome for their vertue and fome tor thcir 
lives ; | | | 
Thus after ten years they defended their town, 
Poor dear T roy inten minutes was all burnt down, 


Sing di./deroo, Cc. 


But to ſee how it ended's the beſt joke of all, 
Scarce had wrong'd Menelaus aſcended the wall, 


But he blubb'ring ſaw Helen, and, oh! ſtrange to tell, 


The man took his mare and fo all was well: 

Sing didderoo, bubberoo, oh my joy, 
How ſweetly they did one another deftroy ! 

| Come fill up your bumpers the whiſkey enjoy, 

May we ne'er fee the like of the ſiege of Troy, 


20 J 

s O N G. 
BONNY KITTY. 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


HEN laſt from the ſtraits we had fairly caſt 
anchor, 
I went bonny Kitty to hail ; | 
With quintables ſtor'd; tor our voyage was a ſpan- 
ker, 
And bran new was every fail : 
But I knew well enough how with words ſweet az 
honey, 
They trick us poor Tars of our gold; 
And when the ſly gypſies have finger'd the money, 
The bag they give poor Jack to hold. 


80 I chac'd her d'ye ſee my lads, under falſe colours, 
Swore my wiſhes were all at an end; 

That I'd ſported away all my good looking dollars, 
And borrow'd my togs of a friend: 

' Oh then had you ſeen her—no longer my ny, 
"Twas varlet audacious and bold, 

Be gone from my fight now you've ſpent all your 

money, 


For Kitty the bag you may hold! 
With 


N 
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With that I took out double handfuls of ſhiners, 
And ſcornfully bid her good by; 
'Twouid have done your heart good had you then 
ſeen her fine a1:s, 
How ſhe'd leer, and ſhe'd fob, and ſhe'd figh: 
But I ſtood well the broadſide, while jewel and honey 
| She cail'd me, I put up the gold; 
And bearing away as [ ſack'd all the money 
Left the bag for ma'am Kitty to hold, 


$ 0-0 6: 
' LOVELY POLLY, 
Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


\ SAILOR's love is void of art, h 
P)ain-ſailing to his port, the heart, 

He knows no jealous folly ; 
"Twere hard enough at fea to war 
With boiſterous elements that jar, 
All's peace with lovely Polly. 


Enough that far from ſight of ſhore, 
Clouds frown and angry billows roar, 
Still he is briſk and jolly : 
And while carouſing with his mates, 
Her health he drinks—anticipates 
The ſmiles of lovely Polly. | | 
CES Fo ng Should 
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Should thunder on the horizon preſs, | 
Mocking our ſignals of diſtreſs, | 4 
E'en then dull melancholy | 
Dares not intrude ; he braves tie din, 
In hopes to find a calm within 
The ſnowy arms of Polly. 1 


S8 ON G. 


THE TINKERS, 
Surg by Mr Dibdix. 


IKE mine to botch is each man's fits, 
Each toils in his vocation ; 
One man tinkers up the ſtate, 
Another mends the nation: 
Your parſons preach to mend the heart, 
They cobble heads at college; | 
Phyſicians patch with terms of art, 
And latin want of knowledge. 
But none for praiſe can more conte nd, 
Than I, 
Who cry 
Old chairs to mend. 


Your lawyer's tools are flaws and pleas, 
They manners mend by dancing ; 
Wigs are patches for degrees, 
And lover's uſe romancing : 
Fortunes are mended up and made, 
Too frequently with places; 
With rouge, when their complexions fade, 
Some ladies mend their faces, 
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This Song was Sung in honor of a New Paper, now 


univer/ally efteemed, and read in all C is 
entitled, 


THE | 
. 
EVENING ADVERTISER. 


S ON G. 
Tune Come now all ye Social Poauers. 


OM E join with me, ye Sons of Mirth, 
Let Freedom now invite ye; 


The STax proclaim, announce its Birth, 
It ever ſhall delight ye! 


CEE VEE WW 4 


Let's FELY and laugh, 121 join in Song, 
The Srar ſhall ſhine for ever; 

Its Merit will ſupport ic long, 

Jo pleaſe is it's endeavour. 


The News from every Nation round, 
Wie taithtully ſhall ſtate, Sir: | 
Domeſtic, Foreign, ſhall aboun1, 
To * born Small and Great, Sir. 
0 Let't drink, Oc. 
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In Profe and Verſe it ſhall agree, 

Io pleaſe each Reader's fancy; 

In pleaſant Mirth and Harmony, 
Both Sally, Charles, and Nancy. ; 1 
| Let's drink Ce. 


May our STar ſhine with brighter Ray, 

And blefs the Earth with Light, Sir; 
Darkneſs and dullneſs fly away, 

But Genius ſhine more bright, Sir. 

| Let's drink, G.. 


While STAanrs ſhall bleſs the Hemiſphere, 
With their diffuſive light, Sir: 
May this our Sr AR more bright appear, 
And every one delight, Sir. _ 
. Let's drink, Co. 


All rival Stars ſoon loſe their Rays, 
Set, never more to riſe, Sir; = 
But our STa « fhine with brighter blaze; 
And every one ſurprize, Sir! 
| | Let's drink, Cc. 


May this our STAR ſhine through the Earth, 
And fill each Heart with wonder; 
While each may bleſs its 1atal Birth, 
And it> juſt Praiſe loud. Thunder. 1 
5 Bits drink, Ee. 


This STax ſhall as a Meteor ſhine, 
Both Morning, Noon and Night, Sir ; 
And hopes, by your Support, in Time, 
To hold itſelf upright, Sir. | 
| | s Ler a Sul, e. 


„„ 1 


Then let us take a Glaſs in Hand, 
And in a Bumper toaſt, Sir; 
The Srax to ſparkle at Command, 
And be Great Britain's boaſt, Sir. 


CHORUS. 


Let s drink and laugh, and join in Song, 
The STax ſhall ſhine for ever; 

Its Merit will ſupport it long, 
To pleaſe is its endeavour. 


— — | 


NEW 
TOASTS and SENTIMENTS. 


OYALTY, Liberty and the Evening Star. 
The Star in Moiſey- Place. 
A — to the ladies, and ſtanding honour 
to the gentlemen. 
The Star above the Garter. | 1 
Cupid's ring on the middle finger. | f 
May the Star illuminate the World. 
The plough, the pin, the muſket and the Navy. 
May the Star collect the rays of the other Prints, 
and illuminate the dullneſs of others from its 
ſuperior ligkts. | 
May our pleatant thoughts be gilt with modeſt ex- . 


Preſſions 
Tube 
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The Stat in view and the Public in full cry. 

The road to a chriſtening, 

Love and opportunity. 

May love draw the curtain and friendſhip the cork, 

"The naked truth. 

A clean avenue to a pleaſant country ſeat, 

What charms and difarms. | 

May we pleaſe and be pleaſed. 

The fair-ſex, the faireſt of Middleſex, and the mide 
dle of the fair ſex, | 

The civil orange that's rough and juicy. 

Tue point of union of two fond hearts. 

The centre of attraction. 

May every day be happier than the laſt. 

Riches to the generous and power to the merciful, 

Riches without pride, or poverty without meanneſs, 

Taſte to our pleaſure, and pleature to our taſte. 

Addition to our trade, multiplication to our manu- 
factories, ſubtraction to taxes, and reduction 
to our uſeleis penſions and places. 

Love in a cottage and envy to none 

The female mathematician, who — — by ſub- 

5 traction. 

All our wants and all our wiſnes. 

Merit to win a heart and ſenſe to keep it. 

The roſe of pleaſure without the thorn. 

May we kiis wnom we pieale, and pleaſe whom we 
kiſs. 

The hot-houſe ſupported by two ivory pillars, 

May the bloſſoms of liberty never be blighted. 

Conſtancy in love and fincerity in frien.iſhip. 

May we be rr when alone and cheartul when in 


>. 


